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Dedication 


For Drew Hunt. Thank you so much for your continued help 
and support. 


Chapter One 


“Dammit!” Charlie cursed as his knee came into contact 
with the pointed edge of a table. “Michael!” he yelled. 


He heard footsteps coming down the stairs. “Yeah?” 
“Did you move this table?” 


“Yeah,” Michael said. “I thought it would look better there.” 

Charlie ran his hands over his closely cropped hair. “Let’s go 
through this again. I’m blind. Therefore | can’t see when you 
move something. | have this place totally mapped out in my 
head and when you fuck with that map, | get hurt, and then 
| get pissed. Got it?” 


“Sorry,” Michael said. “I’m just so bored. When will the other 
students start moving in?” 


“A week from now. Please, in the future, don’t move 
anything unless you tell me about it.” 


“Yes, sir,” Michael said. 


He could hear the young man’s tread as he went back up 
the stairs to his room. He felt bad for the twenty-three year 
old, but he wasn’t a damn playmate. Wasn't it enough that 
he’d procured a scholarship for him after his parents kicked 
him out and disowned him? 


Trying to visualise the new placement of the table, Charlie 
committed it to memory. He walked into the Generated by 
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kitchen and opened the fridge. The cool air against his skin 
felt so good he stood for several moments. 


“What are you looking for?” a deep voice asked from the 
doorway. 


Charlie’s jaws tensed as he gripped the refrigerator handle. 
He’d know that rough voice anywhere. 


“What the hell are you doing back here?” 
“I thought I lived here,” Jack Hershie said. 


Charlie heard him walk further into the room. He didn’t dare 
turn around. Jack had broken his heart and he wasn’t about 
to welcome the man with open arms. 


“ld like the chance to apologise.” 


“Won't help,” Charlie said. He shut the fridge and walked to 
the kitchen island. As he ran his fingertips over the smooth 
granite, he thought of the first time Jack had taken him 
there. They’d been at each other’s throats for months, until 
their passion got the better of them. What would he have 
done if one of the students had walked in? The thought still 
shamed him. “You left me high and dry without so much as 
an explanation,” Charlie added. 


“I know. That’s what | want to talk to you about.” Charlie 
shook his head. “I thought what we did meant something to 
you.” He’d been torn apart when Jack received that phone 
call and shot out of his life. “But obviously | was wrong.” 


“It did,” Jack murmured. 


“Not enough evidently.” He would not give in. No matter 
how sad and defeated Jack sounded. 


“My ex-wife was killed.” Jack said. 


Charlie stiffened. Hell. He didn’t even know Jack had been 
married. “And that was such an emergency that you 
couldn't take ten minutes to say goodbye? I’m not even 
going to get into the fact that you haven’t called.” 


“| have a son,” Jack stated. 


Double Hell. Who the fuck had he slept with? Did he know 
anything about this man? “Why didn’t | know any of this?” 


He knew he sounded pissy, but damn. He’d really liked this 
man. He’d fought his attraction tooth and nail, afraid he’d 
be hurt. He’d had lovers in the past, plenty of them, but 
they never stuck around. His body was fine to fuck in the 
dark, but everyday life with a blind man was always too 
much of a hassle for them. He’d thought Jack would be 
different. Hah! The joke had been on him. 


Charlie heard Jack shuffle his feet. “Can we go to your 
apartment and talk about this? | know from the parking lot 
there aren’t many people here, but I’d rather no one 
interrupted us.” Without a word, Charlie walked across the 
kitchen and pushed his way through the swinging door. He 
was so upset he forgot the newly revised map in his head 
and ran smack dab into that damned end table, again. 
“Fuck!” 
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“Are you Okay?” Jack asked as he placed a hand on Charlie’s 
shoulder. 


He jerked away and nodded. He knew it was a sympathetic 
question. He could tell by the tone of Jack’s voice, but it 


drove home his disadvantage. Something he never allowed. 


After side-stepping the table, he continued on to his 
apartment on the first floor of the dormitory. He opened the 
door and gestured for Jack to take a seat. “Talk,” he said, 
sitting in his favourite chair. 


He could hear the hesitation in Jack’s voice as he began. “In 
the home | grew up in, being gay wasn’t an option, so | tried 
my best to do what so called ‘normal’ guys did. | was one of 
the popular kids, into everything the school had to offer.” 


Jack stopped and Charlie could hear him fidgeting around on 
the leather sofa. “I didn’t date much, mostly just one or two 
times per girl. That way | wasn’t expected to get physically 
intimate other than the obligatory goodnight kiss. After 
graduation | joined the Marines, knowing | could hide my 
sexuality. 


“I served my country for eighteen-years without anyone 
even questioning my preferences. That all changed when | 
stupidly allowed myself to get caught up in an affair with a 
fellow officer. People started whispering about the two of us 
around the base and | was called in to my commanding 
officer’s office and questioned. | denied it of course, so did 
Rodney. We’d both worked too damn hard to get to our 
ranks. We weren't in love or anything, more like fuck- 
buddies.” Charlie ran his hand over the back of his neck. 
How could the mention of one of Jack’s past conquests make 
him jealous? It was absolutely ridiculous. 


“After that | made it my mission to assure my fellow Marines 
that | was just as butch as they were. | started flirting with a 
civilian who worked on the base. Becka and | began dating. | 
always tried to make sure we were seen on base together 
and around town. | found the physical part of our 


relationship distasteful at best, but knew it was required. Of 
course, as my luck goes, Becka ended up pregnant. | did the 
right thing and married her.” 


Charlie hadn’t realised he’d gasped until Jack stopped 
talking. “I’m sorry if this is upsetting for you,” Jack said. 


Charlie shook his head. “Please, go on.” 


“Brian was born and | tried my best to be the kind of 
husband and father they both deserved. After about a year, 
Becka began to suspect the earlier rumours about me were 
true. | just could no longer pretend our love making was 
anything but work. She gave me an ultimatum. | could keep 
my position in the Marines if | allowed her to take Brian 
away. | was to have absolutely no contact with either of 
them except the monthly cheque | was to send.” 


“Fuck,” Charlie whispered. He couldn’t imagine being in the 
position Jack had been put in. His life was far from perfect, 
but Jack’s read more like a soap opera. 


“The stupidest thing | ever did was to agree to the 
arrangement. | gave up my only son for my career.” Charlie 
could hear the catch in Jack’s voice and knew the other man 
was getting choked up. He knew he should go to him, but 
the hurt was still too strong. 
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“I remained in the Marines until my retirement last year. | 
thought I’d accepted the loss of Brian over the years until | 
received that phone call telling me Becka had been killed. 
Suddenly my world was turned upside down and | knew | 
had a chance to once again be a father. I’m sorry that | hurt 
you when I ran out like that. The moment | heard, all | could 


think about was getting to my fifteen-year old son. | found 
out once | got there that Becka had told Brian | was killed in 
the line of duty.” 


“Oh, Jack,” Charlie whispered. 


Jack cleared his throat. “You have anything to drink?” he 
asked. 


Charlie rose and went to the refrigerator. After the trouble 
he’d had with kids stealing his beer out of the communal 
kitchen, he’d broke down and bought his own full-sized 
fridge. He retrieved two bottles and handed one to Jack. 


He heard Jack guzzle down several gulps before continuing. 
“Now | finally have the son I’ve mourned for, for the past 
fourteen years, but he wants nothing to do with me.” 


“Where is he?” Charlie asked. 


“Hotel in town. Let me tell you, it was no small task getting 
him to leave his home inLos Angeles . That’s why it has 
taken me so long to get back here.” 


Charlie heard Jack get up from the couch and walk towards 
him. Charlie stiffened, Knowing he couldn’t push the hurting 
man away. He felt Jack kneel beside his chair and put his 
head in his lap. 


Closing his eyes, Charlie threaded his fingers through Jack’s 
Short hair. He’d never known his lover to show this much 
emotion. He felt Jack’s shoulders begin to shake before he 
heard the cries. “I need you,” Jack said, wrapping his arms 
around Charlie’s torso. “I want my job back so I can stay in 
town and be with you.” 


Charlie wanted to shout yes , but stopped himself. He would 
need some time to think about the situation. 


Jack having a son made things more complicated. It wasn’t 
that he didn’t like kids, hell he worked with them, but he’d 
never had to deal with them while in a relationship. “Where 
will you live?” 


“If we stay | thought I’d buy us a little house. Until then, the 
hotel | guess. Of course, that’s assuming Brian cooperates.” 


“Let me talk to Demitri. I’m sure with most of the students 
gone for summer break, it'll be okay for you and Brian to 
move back into your apartment until you find a house.” Jack 
moved and surprised Charlie with a soft kiss. “And us?” Jack 
asked and kissed him again. 


Charlie’s lips betrayed him and parted immediately. Jack’s 
tongue thrust inside and Charlie barely suppressed the 
moan that threatened to erupt. 


He broke the kiss and placed his hand to the side of Jack’s 
face. His lover’s face was sporting at least two days worth of 
facial hair. That was something else he’d never felt on Jack 
before. Jack’s military training was so ingrained, he still kept 
his hair to regulation length and shaved daily. It was further 
evidence of his lover’s inner turmoil. 


“Give me some time,” Charlie whispered against Jack’s lips. 
“You may’ve had a good reason for leaving, but | can’t wash 
away the hurt in an hour.” He gently pushed Jack away. “Go 
get your son. l'il Generated by ABC Amber LIT 
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call Demitri.” 


He stood and put his hand out to help Jack from the floor. 
Jack stood and embraced Charlie once again. 


“I hate to do this, but let me apologise for Brian’s attitude 
before you meet him. Between his mother’s unexpected 
death and the appearance of a father he thought long dead, 
he’s an angry young man.” In his line of work, Charlie had 
dealt with his share of angry, belligerent people. “It'll be 
fine. | can handle myself.” 


“I know,” Jack said. “I just wanted you to be prepared.” 
Charlie needed a few more answers before he could let Jack 
go. “Does he know? About me?” 


“I tried to explain to him why I haven’t been in his life, so he 
knows I’m gay. | told him that | was going to speak to a 
friend, but | didn’t tell him we were lovers. | wanted to see if 
you'd even speak to me first.” 


“And if we start seeing each other? How is he going to 
handle that?” 


“I don’t know, but l'Il deal with it.” Jack kissed Charlie’s 
forehead. “He’s my son, my responsibility. 


You'll need to understand my job as a parent will have to 
come first.” He knew that. It was precisely the reason he 
needed to give the whole situation more thought. It wasn’t 
that he was unwilling to share his lover with a teenager, but 
could Jack handle being a father and a lover? 


Or would Charlie’s needs continually get pushed aside. It 
may be selfish, but he wanted a lover who was there for him 
when he needed him. 


“| understand,” Charlie said. “Let me think on it some 
more.” 


“Fair enough.” Jack gave him one more kiss. “l'Il go check 
out of the hotel and get our stuff. I’ve got a small trailer 
packed with Brian’s things. Is it okay if | park it in the back 
of the lot?” 


“Sure,” he answered. 
“Thanks.” He heard the door open and close. 


Picking up the phone, he knew he had a lot of thinking to do 
before Jack and his son returned, but first things first. 


“Hi, Demitri? It’s Charlie...” 


Chapter Two 


After unhooking the trailer in the back of the lot, Jack parked 
in front of the dorm. Brian sat staring out the passenger side 
window. He felt like he should say something, but at this 
point, he didn’t know if it would be welcomed. “It’ll just be 
until we can find our own place.” Generated by ABC 
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“| already had a place,” Brian said without turning towards 
him. 


Jack rubbed his eyes. They’d been through the same 
argument for almost two months. “Please try to understand 
that my life and my job are here. | know you miss your 
friends back in LA, but you’ll make new ones.” 


Brian looked at the dorm. “What? In there? | doubt it.” His 
fingers gripped the steering wheel. “I won’t have you 
making any snide remarks to anyone living at BK. These 
people are here to get away from bigots. | won’t bring one 
to their doorstep.” 


“I’m not a bigot.” 


“Sounds like it to me,” Jack answered. He knew his temper 
was getting the better of him, but dammit, the boy had to 
learn. He wondered, not for the first time, just what his 
mother had taught him about homosexuals. 


Brian had taken the news of Jack’s homosexuality with 
shock. He hadn’t blamed his son. First Brian had been hit 
with the news of Becka’s fatal car wreck and before the boy 


even had time to get over the shock, he’d appeared back in 
his life. 


Jack had always figured Becka had told Brian his father ran 
off, so he knew their introduction wouldn’t be a smooth one. 
In no way had he thought his ex-wife would tell Brian he’d 
been killed. 


In his explanation to Brian for his absence, he’d told him the 
truth about the divorce and the reason behind it. Since then, 
Brian had been cold and distant. He decided it might be 
better to let the shock wear off in Brian’s own home, so he’d 
waited, unwilling to rip the boy from the only real house 
he’d ever known. Only when Brian seemed to calm down did 
he bring up his intentions of leaving forldaho . 


He’d wanted to call Charlie as soon as he’d arrived in LA, 
but the uncertainty of their future had stopped him. He only 
hoped he could get Brian used to the idea of his long-lost 
father being gay. Charlie was his future. Jack knew that 
without a doubt, but for the next three years, he had a son 
to raise. 


Losing his son once to his job and sexual preference was 
one thing, but by god he wouldn’t let it happen again. He 
looked back over at Brian. “I’m sorry I’m not the dad you 
envisioned, but I’m all you've got. 


Just let me have a second chance.” 


“You don’t have a clue about what | envisioned so stop 
talking out of your ass,” Brian retorted. 


Jack slammed his fist against the dash. “Listen up, and listen 
good. | know you don’t have any respect for me. How can 
you, when I haven’t been around to earn it? But | won’t have 


you speaking to me like that. Got it? You’re not too old to 
avoid the taste of a bar of soap.” 


“Yes, sir,” Brian ground out between clenched teeth. 


He got out of the truck feeling a mix of emotions. He’d 
thought of Brian every day since Becka had taken him away. 
Now, with his chance finally here, he was screwing 
everything up. 


Without thinking of the consequences, he put his hand on 
the back of Brian’s neck, as the boy joined him on the 
sidewalk. “I’m sorry | yelled,” he said and pulled Brian into a 
hug. The embrace was purely Generated by ABC Amber 
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He released his son and gestured to the door. “Let’s go see 
who’s around.” 


* kK k OK 


Charlie was fixing sandwiches when he heard Jack call out. 
“I’m in the kitchen.” He heard the door swing open and two 
sets of footsteps. “Charlie, I’d like you to meet Brian. Brian 
this is Charlie. He’s the guy who makes the dorm run 
smoothly.” Charlie reached out a hand towards Brian. It was 
a few seconds before Brian accepted the gesture. 


“Nice to meet you, Brian.” 


Brian didn’t say anything for a few moments. “Same here.” 
Charlie could tell by the inflection in Brian’s voice that the 
boy was confused. “Did your father forget to mention that 
I’m blind?” 


“Sorry,” Jack inserted. “I guess | didn’t even think about it.” 
Outwardly, he nodded, but on the inside Charlie was 
grinning from ear to ear. He’d never had a lover who'd 
forgotten to mention it. It made him feel good. So good, he 
might have to think even harder about forgiving Jack. 


“I’m making up a batch of sandwiches if you’re hungry. 
Without your dad here we’ve learned to fend for ourselves. 
Speaking of, what’re you making for dinner, Jack?” Jack’s 
chuckle warmed Charlie to the tips of his toes. It wasn’t very 
often he heard that particular sound. “What would you like?” 
Jack asked. 


“Hmmm,” Charlie crossed his arms and tapped his finger to 
his lips. “I think grilled steak and salad sounds good. What 
about you, Brian?” 


“Whatever,” Brian answered. 


“How many guys are living here at the moment?” Jack 
asked. 


“Just me and Michael and the two of you. Our athletic 
students are due to arrive next week. The rest will be here 
in three weeks.” 


He finished up the sandwiches and held the platter out. 
“Jack, will you take this to the table and call Michael down? 
Brian and | will get the drinks.” He didn’t say it, but he 
wanted a few moments alone with the boy. 


Jack took the platter and Charlie heard the kitchen door 
swing. He walked towards the fridge and looked over his 
shoulder at Brian. “What would you like?” Generated by 
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“Doesn't matter,” Brian mumbled. 


Charlie took out several cans of pop and shut the door. He 
shook his head. “Yes, I’m really blind.” 


“What?” Brian asked innocently. 


“I can feel the air stirring as you waved your hands in front 
of my face. | can assure you, I’m not faking my condition.” 
He held out the cans of pop. 


“That’s creepy. So why did you look over your shoulder at 
me to ask what | wanted to drink? If you couldn’t see me 
anyway, what’s the point?” 


“I was taught to always look at people when I address them, 
weren't you?” 


“Sure, but | can see them,” Brian answered truthfully. 


Charlie didn’t feel like going into the strict rules his parents 
had engrained in him. Yes, they had been ashamed that 
their only child was blind. So much so, that they actually 
taught him to appear sighted so they wouldn’t receive 
stares if they took him out into public. They used to tell him 
life was hard enough as an African American, but to add 
blindness into the mix would make it almost impossible for 
him to have a normal life. 


“Would it make you more comfortable if | talk to the wall 
while addressing you? No. | don’t think so. 


Sighted people are used to eye contact. If they don’t get it, 
they automatically conclude the person is lying.” 


“Whatever,” Brian mumbled seconds before Charlie heard 
the kitchen door open. 


Shaking his head, he went back to the fridge and retrieved 
the fruit salad he’d made earlier. He hadn’t even gotten the 
chance to ask Brian what was foremost on his mind. Damn. 


He walked into the dining room to Michael’s incessant 
talking. “It’s so nice to have someone else here. 


It’s been dead all summer since Lark moved out.” 
“Lark?” Jack asked. 


Charlie could understand Jack’s confusion. “Lark’s inCanada 
with Kade. They'll be back in a week or so, but he'll be 
moving out, or so he tells me.” 


“Kade? Damn, what did | miss?” 


“A lot,” Charlie said simply. Hours of making love to me with 
no one else around. 


Jack cleared his throat. Charlie knew his ex-lover had heard 
his message loud and clear. “Well, is someone going to tell 
me what the hell Lark is doing inCanada with that biker 
dude?” Jack asked. 


Michael piped up excitedly. Charlie concentrated on his 
lunch as Michael filled Jack in on Lark’s transformation the 
day of Bear’s graduation party. 


“Unbelievable. | would’ve never put the two of them 
together.” Generated by ABC Amber LIT Converter, 
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Jack’s voice still had the power to make Charlie’s cock 
tingle. There was just something about it. 


Charlie still hadn’t decided if it was the deep resonance of it, 
or the commanding way in which Jack spoke. He’d always 
been the aggressor in bed, but with Jack, Charlie had 
allowed him to take the lead. 


He knew deep in his heart he’d grown to love the big ape 
over the last semester. Damn. His first shot at real love and 
the relationship was already off to a rocky start. 


“Does that sound okay to you, Charlie?” 


Shaking his head, Charlie tried to focus once again on the 
conversation. “I’m sorry. Did you ask me something?” He 
looked straight at Jack. He felt his lover’s—ex-lover’s—eyes 
on him. 


“| wondered if it would be okay if Brian stayed in one of the 
Spare rooms until the students started showing up? He says 
he needs his space.” 


“Yeah...yeah...whatever,” he said. His thoughts had 
immediately wandered to Jack being alone in his small 
studio apartment. Maybe that was Jack’s plan? Get his son 
out of the way and dad could play. 


Hmmm...do | want to play? 


Jack’s voice boomed through the room once more, sending 
Charlie’s libido into overdrive. Yep. I want to play. Whether | 
forgive him or not is beside the point. For now. 


“Do you mind cleaning up the lunch stuff while we get our 
bags?” Jack asked, placing a hand on Charlie’s shoulder. 


Charlie’s head snapped around and up. He hadn’t even 
heard Jack come up to him. Jack’s touch was like a branding 


iron, marking Charlie as his. He resigned himself to the fact 
he’d give in to his own needs. 


Jack’s defection had torn him apart, but he had explained as 
well as apologised. 


Charlie chuckled as he carried the plates into the kitchen. 
Doesn’t mean I won't make him grovel a while longer, 
though. 


* OK OK x 


After a shower to wash the sweat of the day off him, Jack 
stood in front of Charlie’s door. Raising his hand he tapped 
lightly. Brian was in Michael’s room playing video games and 
probably whipping his ass at it. 


The door opened and Charlie stood in front of him. “1 
thought you might drop by,” Charlie said. He gestured to the 
living room and Jack walked inside. 


“How did you know it was me? | could’ve been anyone. You 
really do need to be more careful.” He couldn’t help but 
devour Charlie with his eyes. His man wore black satin 
pyjama bottoms that rode low on his hips. He licked his lips 
at the tiny black curls of the pleasure trail that led to his 
lover’s gorgeous cock. 
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“I knew it was you,” Charlie said, taking a seat in his usual 
chair. “Your aftershave is highly memorable.” Jack inhaled. 
“Too much?” 


“No, not too much, just distinctive.” 


He took a seat on the sofa. He wanted to pull Charlie out of 
the damned chair and onto his lap, but he knew better. His 
man was going to make him sweat for a while. He didn’t 
blame Charlie, but with the erection trapped inside his 
jeans, it sucked. 


“So,” he began. “Other than being pissed off at me, how’ve 
you been?” Charlie shook his head. “It’s not about being 
pissed.” 


“What’s it about then?” He wanted so badly to hear the 
words out of Charlie’s mouth that he’d been feeling since 
before his departure. 


Charlie shook his head again. “Nothing. It’s my problem.” 
Taking a chance, Jack went to sit by Charlie’s chair in the 
same position he’d been earlier. “If it concerns you, I'd like 
to think it’s my problem, too.” Chapter Three 


Charlie tilted his head down to face Jack. He wished he 
could look into his eyes. They say the eyes are the mirror of 
the soul. He’d give anything to see into his lover’s soul at 
that moment. 


How do you tell someone they had disappointed you? Would 
Jack even understand what it’s like to never feel adequate? 
He’d thought his lover was different, but Jack had proved 
himself just like everyone else. His parents had pretended 
they’d loved him until they went out in public. It wasn’t 
often they ventured out with their blind son, but on the rare 
occasion, he was uSually sat in the corner of the room and 
told to stay there. 


Kathryn and James Salinger would’ve been mortified had he 
bumped into something in front of their friends. Once he 
grew old enough to venture out of the house by himself, 
he’d practiced. He learned how to count the number of 


steps to the corner bus stop. From there, he went almost 
daily to the cities blind centre. He hoped he could learn to 
blend into society so his parents would see him as a normal 
boy. The cruel reality hit him in the face when they still 
refused to go out into public with him. 


He knew Jack was still waiting for an answer, but god help 
him, he didn’t think he could give it. Instead he ran his 
fingers through the short bristles of his lover’s military 
haircut. “I missed you,” he whispered. 


Jack stirred and wrapped his arms around Charlie’s waist. “1 
missed you, too. Tell me what I have to do to make it up to 
you.” 
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His thoughts floated back to his parents. “Take me out to the 
Grog and Galley for dinner,” he said. 


Jack stiffened under his hands. “Seriously? Um, that place is 
pretty fancy. Are you sure you wouldn’t rather go to 
McGilley’s?” 


Charlie closed his eyes. Just like my parents. “Forget it,” he 
said. He tried to play it off. “I was just teasing.” 


He felt Jack’s tongue slide up the centre of his bare chest. 
“So what else can I do for you?” Charlie opened his eyes. 
Maybe a physical relationship was all he was meant to 
have? It was all his past lovers had been interested in. 
Shame on me for expecting more with Jack. 


“What did you have in mind?” he finally asked. 


Jack’s chin pressed against his semi-erect, silk covered cock. 
“I’m sure we'll come up with something,” Jack answered as 
he brushed his fingers over Charlie’s nipples. 


He didn’t say anything, just gave a short nod. If this was all 
he’d get from his lover, he’d accept it like the lonely man he 
was. He spread his legs further apart as Jack nipped and 
licked at his cock through the thin material. “Nice,” Charlie 
mumbled. 


Jack grabbed the elastic waistband of his pyjamas and 
pulled them down. Charlie lifted his hips to ease the way as 
his pants were stripped off his body. He heard his lover 
moan. “I love your cock,” Jack said as he enveloped the 
crown of Charlie’s cock with his mouth. 


He wished he could put his hands on his lover’s face. He’d 
taken sneaking touches in the past, but he wanted to know 
what his lover looked like. To this day he didn’t really know 
what any of his past lovers looked like. He’d always been 
too embarrassed to ask permission to map their faces. None 
of them seemed to have a problem with him mapping their 
bodies, but he thought it had more to do with the stimulus 
they’d received out of it. 


Jack’s tongue pressed against the wide slit at the tip of his 
cock and it was Charlie’s turn to moan. His legs were 
repositioned to fall over the arms of the chair, opening him 
up to Jack’s view. 


“Just look at you...so sexy,” Jack said. 


His lover trailed his tongue from the head of Charlie’s cock, 
down his balls, to his puckered hole. Jack’s fingers began 
pinching Charlie’s nipples as he kissed and licked at his ass. 
Shit. He hadn’t realised how long it had been until Jack 
introduced a finger into his hole. 


He had toys, but depression and getting an erection didn’t 
go hand in hand, so to speak. “Fuck me.” He almost cried 
out when Jack’s fingers disappeared. He could hear his lover 
shuffling around, evidently trying to get a condom out of his 
wallet. Deciding to take matters into his own hands, Charlie 
wet his fingers and continued to stretch himself. He wasn’t 
as easy with his body as Jack had been and jammed three of 
his own fingers deep inside himself. 


“Christ,” Jack ground out. “Watching you do that is the 
sexiest thing I’ve ever seen.” 


“You ready?” Charlie asked. His fingers were okay, but Jack’s 
thick cock was what he’d been Generated by ABC Amber 
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dreaming of. He removed his fingers and Jack was right 
there pressing a warm cloth into his hand as he pushed that 
big cock slowly inside his body. 


Charlie let the cloth fall to the floor as Jack buried himself to 
the hilt. “Make me burn,” he whispered. 


“You got it,” Jack replied. 


His lover pulled out and rammed back in. This was the way 
it had been before Jack left. Charlie liked a hard fuck, and 
Jack was always more than happy to give it to him. He often 
wondered whether making love would feel as good. He 
knew some people considered them one and the same, but 
to him it wasn’t the same at all. Making love you did with 
your heart and mind, fucking was the physical act and it 
seemed that’s all anyone wanted from him. 


He shut his thoughts down as Jack’s pace increased. “Gonna 
make it so you never want to be without this cock up your 


ass,” Jack panted. 


Charlie nodded. He already felt that way, but he wouldn’t 
tell Jack. His body was jarred over and over until he felt he 
was being split in two. He reached down and wrapped his 
fingers around his cock. 


He jerked his cock at a slower speed than Jack’s, knowing 
the difference would only add to the sensations. When his 
prostate was pegged, he felt his sack draw up tight. 
“Coming,” he shouted. His body released its seed in jets of 
thick cum. 


“Yeah,” Jack grunted as he drove in twice more before 
burying himself to the hilt. 


Unable to help himself, Charlie pulled his lover down and 
wrapped Jack in his arms. The bigger man’s body continued 
to shudder on top of him before going boneless. Charlie’s 
ass was Starting to slip from the chair making their position 
uncomfortable. “Let’s go to bed,” he said before thinking. 


“Can't,” Jack mumbled. “Brian might go to the apartment. | 
haven’t told him about us yet.” Charlie was reminded once 
again that Jack wasn’t his. He nodded and pushed against 
his lover’s chest. 


“Let me up,” he said. 


Jack’s cock slipped from his body as he sat back on his 
heels. “Something wrong?” Jack asked. 


Standing, Charlie walked towards the bathroom and 
grabbed a wash cloth from the sink. He cleaned himself 
enough and tossed the cloth in Jack’s general location. 
“What could be wrong?” he asked. He knew he sounded 


bitchy, but dammit, he felt bitchy. It hurt to be fucked and 
left. 


He heard the grumble in Jack’s throat. “lIl tell him,” he said. 


“Whatever,” Charlie answered and picked up his pyjamas off 
the floor. 


A large hand wrapped around his arm and spun him around. 
Jack’s lips came crashing down on his. 


“Please, just give me a day or two to make things right?” 
Charlie knew telling Brian wouldn’t change the most 
important shortcomings in their relationship. Those wouldn’t 
alter until Jack’s attitude about dating a blind man changed. 
He shrugged and gave Jack a peck on the lips. He needed to 
be alone, and agreeing was the quickest way to obtain his 
objective. “Sure,” he whispered. 
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* kK k OK 


“Take that,” Brian said as he killed another of Michael’s 
players. 


“You suck,” Michael chuckled. Even though Brian was almost 
eight years his junior, it was nice to have someone to play 
with besides himself. 


“Nope, I’m into girls,” Brian shot back. 


Michael rolled his eyes. He hated to ask the fifteen-year old 
what he thought of his dad’s sexuality, but it reflected on his 
own preferences as well. “So, what do you think about 
having a gay dad? Is it weird for you?” 


Brian shrugged, the smile slipping from his face. “It’s weird 
having a dad at all. | haven’t let myself dwell on the gay 
part of it yet.” 


“My folks disowned me when they found out,” Michael 
admitted. He was still coming to terms with his parent’s 
decision. 


“Man, that really blows,” Brian added. 


“Yeah, well | have three other brothers and a sister, so | 
guess they won’t miss me.” Even though he said it jokingly, 
deep inside he knew it was the truth. He pushed the 
unpleasant feelings away as Brian shot at another one of his 
players. “Oh, you’re asking for it now.” 


“So what is there to do around here?” Brian asked. 


Good question.He’d been bored out of his mind this 
summer. Usually he’d be back in Portland hanging out with 
his old high school buddies, but he’d lost not only his 
parents but a lot of his friends when he’d come out. “I’ve 
seen a lot of people your age down at the video game 
place.” 


“Where’s that?” Brian asked. 


“About eight blocks, l'Il take you. | don’t have a car anymore 
though, so we'll have to walk or take the bus.” 


“What happened to your car?” 


He shrugged. “Parents took it when they kicked me out of 
the family.” He didn’t want to get into the details with Brian. 


“Cuz you like guys?” Brian probed deeper. 


“Yeah.” 


“That sucks, but at least they’re still alive,” Brian said. “ld 
think it would be easier to know your mother Generated by 
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wasn’t rotting in the ground.” 


“You think?” Michael shook his head. “I’m not so sure.” He 
looked over at a contemplating Brian. 


Brian tossed his game controller onto the bed and stood. “l 
can’t figure out why someone would sacrifice their children 
because of sexual choices.” Michael could hear the 
underlying pain in the teenager’s words. “Maybe instead of 
blaming the one who was shunned, you should look at the 
people doing the shunning. | doubt your dad had much of a 
choice in the matter.” 


Brian shook his head and walked towards the door. “There 
are always choices. Being gay doesn’t give someone the 
right to ruin another person’s life.” Brian walked out before 
Michael could say anything more. Had he ruined anyone’s 
life by coming out? Well, his own maybe, but certainly not 
his parents’. 


He flopped back on the bed and looked at the clock. It was 
barely ten-thirty. Maybe he should take the bus down to 
Lucky’s? Better yet, maybe he’d check out Secrets. If Max 
could land a man as good as Alec, maybe he’d have the 
same luck. 


Decision made, Michael stood and started digging through 
his closet. Surely he had something that would make him 
stand out in a club like Secrets. 


Chapter Four 


The following morning, Jack was flipping pancakes when he 
heard someone walk into the kitchen. 


Turning, he watched as Brian headed for the fridge. “I’m 
making breakfast,” he informed his son. 


Brian shook his head. “I’m going for a walk to see what this 
town has to offer.” He knew he should get onto Brian for 
informing him of his plans instead of asking, but maybe 
getting out would be good for him. “You need some 
money?” Not that | have any. He reminded himself. 


His ex-wife may have been a good mother, but she wasn’t 
responsible when it came to financial planning. Not only 
didn’t she have life insurance, but her house payments were 
behind to the point of foreclosure. He’d paid for Becka’s 
funeral out of his meagre savings and used the rest to catch 
up the mortgage payments. He currently had Brian’s home 
on the market, knowing his son would need more than he 
made if he wanted to go to college in a few years. 


Coming back to the present, Jack dipped into his pocket and 
pulled out a five and a couple of ones. 


“Sorry, this is all | have.” 


Brian took the money. At least he had the decency to look 
up at Jack sheepishly. “Thanks. Michael said there was a 
video game place down the road. | thought maybe | could 
hang out for a while.” 


“Be back by lunch,” Jack said. 
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“Sure,” Brian answered and left the kitchen. 


Jack looked at the stack of pancakes, bacon and scrambled 
eggs. He sure hoped Michael and Charlie were hungry. 


* OK OOK OX 


Taking a sip from his first cup of coffee of the day, Charlie 
wiggled in his chair. With his ass sore, and his mind in 
chaos, he knew it wasn’t going to be a good day. He heard 
the heavy steps of Jack’s boots in the hall before the knock 
sounded. 


“Come in,” Charlie said not getting up from his small kitchen 
table. 


He heard the door open and Jack walking towards him. The 
lips that covered his surprised him and he managed to spill 
some of the hot coffee onto his hand. “Dammit,” he 
shouted. 


“Sorry,” Jack said and withdrew. He heard his lover rustling 
around moments before he felt the cold cloth on his skin. “l 
made breakfast.” 


“I’ve gotten used to not eating breakfast since you left,” 
Charlie said. 


He felt Jack’s appraising eyes on him as his lover stood over 
him. Jack’s hand cupped his face. “Is that why you’ve lost 
weight?” Jack asked. 


Charlie wasn’t sure if he’d ever heard such a gentle tone 
from his lover. Could Jack be genuinely concerned for him? 


He thought of all the skipped meals, sleepless nights and 
empty beer bottles. “I doubt a few pounds is gonna hurt 
me,” he answered. 


Jack pulled him to his feet and wrapped those big arms 
around him. “I wish | could go back and change things, but | 
can't.” 


Being in Jack’s embrace made him long for things he 
Shouldn’t. Fuck buddy, fuck buddy. That’s all 1 am to this 
man. He reminded himself. He tried to extricate himself 
from Jack’s hug but his lover held him tighter. 


“Don’t push me away,” Jack grumbled. 


“I thought you said something about breakfast,” Charlie 
reminded him. 


Jack tilted Charlie’s head up with a finger under his chin and 
kissed him. Charlie tried to stay detached, but his resolve 
crumbled at the sweep of the soft tongue across his lips. 
Opening his mouth, he allowed Jack to take from him what 
he wanted. He began to wonder whether it would always be 
that way with Jack. He may have determination when he 
was alone, but that all fell by the way-side as soon as his 
lover held him. 


Jack’s tongue performed a thorough dental exam before 
withdrawing. “God | missed you,” Jack Generated by ABC 
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The reminder of Jack’s departure was like a slap in the face. 
Yeah, he missed me because I’m an easy fuck where he’s 
concerned. “Let’s eat.” 


This time Jack let him pull himself from his arms. He picked 
up his coffee cup and walked out the door and towards the 
kitchen. “Did you wake Michael and Brian?” 


“Brian’s already gone. He went out exploring the town, 
Michael’s not in his room either. | assume he’s either already 
out or didn’t come home from the bar.” Charlie’s steps 
faltered. “He went out? Why didn’t | know that?” He prided 
himself on knowing what was going on in the dorm he was 
responsible for. 


“| wouldn’t have known either except | happened to pass 
him on the way out the door. He said he was going to some 
place called Secrets.” 


“What!” Charlie soun around, spilling coffee all over the 
place. “And you didn’t try and stop him?” Jack took the cup 
from his hand. “I didn’t know | was supposed to. What’s 
wrong with Secrets?” 


“It’s a private BDSM club at the edge of town. A place 
Michael definitely has no business at.” His lover’s hand 
landed on the small of his back. “Maybe you don’t know 
Michael as well as you think you do?” 


Charlie shook his head. “I’m gonna call Alec.” 


He took off in the direction of the phone. “How can Alec help 
you?” Jack asked, coming up behind him. 


“Alec and Max are into the lifestyle. It’s a place he used to 
frequent. Maybe he can make a few calls and see what’s 
come of our missing border.” He reached for the phone, 
running his fingertips over the entire keypad before dialling. 


“Hello?” Max answered. 


“Hi, Max, it’s Charlie. Is Alec still there or has he already left 
for the college?” 


“He’s here. Hold on.” 


Charlie could hear whispered words in the background 
before Alec’s deep voice sounded over the phone. “What’s 
up?” 


“Michael went to Secrets last night but he hasn’t made it 
home. Do you know of anyone you could call? 


| Know he’s a grown man, but as far as | know it was his first 
visit and it’s not like him to stay out all night.” 


“Give him some time. If he’s not back by lunch give mea 
call at my office, and l'Il do some phoning around.” 


“Thanks, Alec.” Charlie said his goodbyes and hung up. “He 
said if he’s not back by lunch he’ll make Generated by 
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some Calls.” 


Jack kissed his forehead. “Good. Now stop worrying and let’s 
eat.” He let Jack lead him to the dining table. As he took a 
seat he inhaled. He could smell bacon and syrup, one of his 
favourite combinations. Maybe he was hungrier than he 
thought? 


“Eggs at two o'clock, bacon at four and pancakes at nine,” 
Jack said, allowing Charlie to map out the food placement in 
his head. 


“Thanks,” he said and reached for the bacon first. Jack had 
done that since their first meal together. 


Charlie had appreciated not being coddled. So often the 
people he dined with felt they needed to fill his plate for him 
like he was a helpless child. Jack had always treated him like 
a man. He just wished he treated him like an equal. 


“What’s wrong?” Jack asked. 


Charlie shook his head and started buttering a pancake. 
“Just worried about Michael. Did | tell you that his parents 
kicked him out of the house when he went home for 
summer vacation? | guess he finally told them what kind of 
dorm BK is.” 


“Ouch.” 


Charlie felt Jack’s large hand on his shoulder. “I’m sure 
Michael is fine.” Just then the door opened. “Speak of the 
devil,” Jack murmured. 


“Michael!” Charlie yelled. 
“What’s up?” Michael asked stepping into the dining room. 
“Where the hell have you been?” Charlie asked. 


“Getting lucky. Why? You jealous?” Michael answered with 
laughter in his voice. 


Charlie closed his eyes. Yes, Michael was well past the age 
of consent, but he was still his responsibility. 


“Would you mind calling next time you decide not to come 
home?” Michael was quiet for several moments. “Yeah. | 
didn’t mean to worry you. | didn’t think anyone would even 
notice | was gone.” 


“Well you were wrong,” Jack chastised. “You’ve had Charlie 
worried out of his mind.” Charlie felt Michael’s hand land on 
his other shoulder. “I was just lonely.” 


“I hope it was worth it,” Jack said. 


Charlie could tell by the sound Michael made that he’d had 
enough of Jack’s berating. “Yeah it was worth it. | was 
invited to my first-ever orgy and it was fucking fantastic. 
Instead of yelling at me for not calling Charlie, maybe you 
should turn that finger on yourself. At least | was only gone 
for a couple of hours without letting him know where | was. 
Can you say the same?” Generated by ABC Amber LIT 
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“Why you little shit...” Jack started in. 








Charlie held up his hands. “Enough!” They’d both fucked up 
and he figured they both knew it. “Michael, get a plate and 
have some breakfast. Jack, finish eating yours.” As he went 
back to his pancakes, he reminded himself to have a talk 
with Michael later in private. He understood the younger 
man’s desire to explore new things, but an orgy witha 
group of strangers wasn’t the wisest way to go about it. 


* OK OOK * 


“Hi, Alec. | just wanted to let you know that Michael made it 
home okay.” 


“That’s good.” 


“Um, he said he took part in an orgy. | don’t suppose you 
could tell me whether | should worry, could you?” He hated 
to tell Alec Michael’s personal business, but he couldn’t help 
worry about the young man. With his parents out of the 


picture, Michael was quickly becoming very important to 
him. 


“Probably not. Did he give you any names?” Alec asked. 


“No. He just said he ended up at a house outside of town 
with a bunch of guys.” Alec made a sound in his throat. 
“Doesn't sound like something that would go on with the 
crowd at Secrets. Are you sure that’s where he met them?” 


Charlie thought back over the conversation he’d had with 
Michael earlier. “No. | guess he didn’t actually say where he 
met them. Why don’t you think they were guys from 
Secrets?” 


“Trust me. Find out where Michael met these guys.” He 
didn’t like the sound of Alec’s voice. “Should | be worried?” 


“Probably not, but it wouldn’t hurt to get a little more 
information. Especially if you think he’ll go back for more.” 


Goose flesh broke out on Charlie’s arms. “Okay.” 


“Do me a favour and give me a call when you find out. 
Something just isn’t sitting right with the whole situation. | 
was in the scene for years and never have | even been 
approached for an orgy. | might have shared men a time or 
two with another Dom but that’s as far as things usually go 
at Secrets.” The longer Alec talked, the more worried Charlie 
became. “I'll try to find him and ask.” 


“Be cool about it. If he thinks your snooping, he'll more than 
likely shut down.” Generated by ABC Amber LIT 
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“Got it. Thanks, Alec.” He hung up and scrubbed his hands 
over his face. Alec was the most knowledgeable man he 


knew when it came to alternative gay lifestyles. If he was 
worried, it didn’t bode well for Michael. 


He walked out of his apartment and up to Michael’s second- 
floor room. Charlie knocked and waited. 


When no answer came, dread filled him once more. 
“Michael? It’s Charlie. Are you in there?” He heard a door 
open and turned towards the sound. “Michael?” 


“Uh, no, it’s Brian. Michael said he’d see us in the morning. 
He got a call inviting him to another party. | was supposed 
to wait and tell you later.” 


“Fuck,” he spat out. 
“What’s going on?” Jack asked from behind him. 


He spun to face his lover. “Michael’s gone out again.” Jack 
didn’t say anything for several moments. “That’s okay, 
Brian. You can go back into your room. l'Il take it from here. 


” 


“Whatever,” Brian mumbled seconds before Charlie heard a 
door shut. 


Jack’s arm snaked around his waist and led him back down 
the hall. “Let’s talk downstairs.” With his mind on Michael, 
Charlie let Jack lead him down to his apartment. He was 
ushered to the deep leather sofa and sat gently down. “TIl 
get us a couple of beers,” Jack said. 


“What do you think is going on with Michael?” He didn’t 
know if he was asking Jack or himself. He knew Michael had 
changed since he’d been back fromPortland , but he didn’t 
know what more to do to help the young man. 


Jack handed him a beer and sat next to him. “You can’t let 
this get to you. Michael isn’t your responsibility.” 


He took a long pull of his beer bottle. “He doesn’t have 
anyone else.” He shrugged his shoulders. 


“Kinda like me. | figured we’d just watch out for each other.” 
Jack slammed his bottle down on the coffee table. “You got 
something going with the kid?” Jack asked as he stood. 


“No, but even if | did what do you care? You know I'd still be 
around for you to fuck whenever the mood strikes you.” He 

knew he sounded like an idiot, but at that point he was sick 

with worry, and he didn’t appreciate Jack telling him what to 
do. 


“Fuck you,” Jack said and walked out of his apartment. 


He should apologise. The remark was uncalled for and he 
knew it. He finished off his beer and picked Jack’s up from 
the table. After getting another out of the fridge for himself, 
he went in search of his lover. 


Things would sure be a lot easier if he and Jack could get 
their shit together. It didn’t help that he knew he couldn’t 
even touch the man unless they were in private. 
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He knocked at Jack’s door. “Go away,” Jack’s deep voice 
shouted. 


“Open up,” he said. “You left half a beer in my apartment, 
and | hate to see the good stuff wasted.” He felt the stir of 
air as the door swung open. 


Jack grabbed his bottle out of Charlie’s hand and closed the 
door in his face. Charlie rolled his eyes, biting back the 
string of curse words on the tip of his tongue. He knew he 
deserved it. 


“Come on, Jack. Let me in,” he begged. Jack may only want 
him for a booty call, but his feelings ran deep enough that 
he knew he’d do whatever it took to be with the big asshole. 


The door opened again. Charlie heard Jack walk back into 
the small apartment. It was basically one big room with a 
bathroom off to the side and an alcove that passed as a 
bedroom. 


“I’m sorry,” he said. 


“You need to decide what the hell it is that you want from 
me. I’ve apologised for taking off, but | can’t take it back. If 
you can’t forgive me for it maybe its better we end this now 
before we get any deeper.” Just like that? Charlie shook his 
head. He was the one who'd not only been left but had been 
asked to keep his feelings secret around Jack’s son. Now 
Jack was issuing ultimatums? It just didn’t sit right. 


With his heart breaking he turned and walked back out of 
Jack’s apartment. He’d been stupid to think he could build a 
life with the stubborn retired Marine. “See you at breakfast,” 
he mumbled as he shut the door behind him. 


Chapter Five 


Charlie felt the dip of the mattress beside him moments 
before he smelled Jack’s familiar scent. God help him, but 
he couldn’t pull away when Jack’s arm encircled his waist. 
“What are you doing, Jack?” 


“I don’t know,” Jack replied. “I just needed to hold you.” Jack 
snuggled up against Charlie’s back and he was honestly 
surprised his lover wasn’t already hard. 


Usually the only time Jack came around was when he was 
wanting, but the flaccid cock pressed against his ass 
screamed something different. 


“Will we ever stop fighting?” Jack asked. 


Charlie spun around to face his lover. Once again, he wished 
he could see the look on the man’s face. 


Jack’s voice was naturally gruff, but Charlie could hear 
something different in it this time. Dare he think...softer? 


“Why won’t you take me to the Grog and Galley?” he 
blurted out before he’d had time to think the Generated by 
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question through. 


Jack cleared his throat and pulled away enough that Charlie 
knew he was looking into his sightless eyes. 


“I don’t have the money,” Jack admitted. 


“Huh? You mean it’s not because you’re ashamed of me?” 
Charlie knew his future with Jack hinged on the answer to 
the one question. 


“Why the hell would | be ashamed of taking you out to 
dinner? | know | asked you to keep our relationship secret 
from Brian, but | didn’t mean the whole town.” Charlie shook 
his head. “It doesn’t matter,” he mumbled. 


Jack placed a kiss on Charlie’s forehead. “It does to you, 
right? Can you tell me why it’s so important that we go to 
that one restaurant?” 


Charlie rubbed his cheek against Jack’s stubbled jaw. 
“Because it’s the fanciest place in town. Because I’ve never 
had a lover who dared take me out to a place like that. Even 
my parents would never have done it. They were always 
afraid I’d knock something over or use the wrong fork.” His 
lover’s big hands pulled him even closer. “I’m not in the 
least bit afraid to take you out. I’m proud that you see 
something in this retired old Marine.” 


“You must be joking? You’re like a wet dream to my senses. | 
just wish that | could see you.” He’d never asked, but he 
thought the time was finally right. Charlie lifted his hands to 
Jack’s face. “Would you mind?” 


“No.” Jack captured Charlie’s hands in his and placed them 
on his face. 


Charlie’s fingers began to map out the contours of Jack’s 
face. “When did you break your nose?” he asked, running 
his finger over the small bump. 


“Basic training.” 


Charlie continued. His fingers brushed over the chiselled 
cheek bones, and dimpled chin. “What colour are your 
eyes?” 


“You know colours?” 


He felt his face heat. “No, but | hear people talk about them. 
| just wondered.” 


“Blue. My eyes are blue. My hair used to be black but it’s 
mostly grey now.” 


“Mine are brown, right?” 


Jack’s lips brushed his. “No. They’re green. Your eyes are 
your most striking feature.” Green? Why didn’t | know that? 
“I though most African Americans had brown eyes.” He 
shook his head. “I’ve always filled out paperwork as being a 
brown eyed African American.” Jack cleared his throat. 
Charlie could tell something else was wrong. “What?” 
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“I don’t know anything about your parents, but I’d say you 
aren’t fully African American.” 


“What?” His breath caught in his throat. “That can’t be. | 
know both of my parents are black.” His mind whirled with 
this new development. What could it mean? He hadn't 
spoken to his parents in years by mutual agreement, but he 
needed to know the truth. “Why do you think I’m mixed?” 


“Your features are too delicate, your skin tone has the 
barest hint of brown and your hair isn’t quite curly enough.” 
Jack hugged him and buried his face against Charlie’s neck. 
“I’m sorry, love. | didn’t mean to upset you.” 


Charlie ran a hand over his face and began to laugh. It 
wasn’t funny in the least, but at the same time it was. He 
was forty-three years old. How had he gone through his 
entire life thinking he was something that he wasn’t? 


He suddenly realised something. Jack was the first person in 
his life to slow down enough to talk to him about this stuff. 
Did that mean he was more than a casual fuck? 


“How do you feel about me?” he asked. 


Jack’s lips whispered across Charlie’s. “You’re the only 
reason | came back here.” The words warmed him to the 
tips of his toes. He closed his eyes and let himself relax 
against Jack’s chest. Never had anyone gone out of their 
way for him. Never. “Even though | may be even more 
screwed up than | thought?” 


Jack’s chest rumbled with laughter. “We’re quite a pair. | 

think we both have issues that still need to be dealt with. 
But to answer your question, yes, even if you’re screwed 
up.” 


“I’m glad. I’m rather fond of you, too.” He desperately 
wanted to tell Jack he loved him, but he knew it was far too 
early in their developing relationship. Hell, maybe he should 
wait until they could go a single day without fighting. He 
smiled. Jack would keep him on his toes. No doubt about it. 


After the warmth of the moment had passed, Charlie began 
to think about his parents. He wondered why they’d never 
told him he was different. Could it be that one of his 
grandparents was white? “Can you do me a favour?” 


“Sure,” Jack’s sleepy voice answered. 


He could tell his lover was tired. He wondered briefly if Jack 
would stay the night, holding him. “In the morning would 
you help me look some stuff up on the computer?” 


“Sure. What’re you searching for?” Jack ran his hand lazily 
down Charlie’s back to land on his ass. It wasn’t a sexual 
move, more of a tender gesture. It firmed his resolve. 


“Myself.” 


x OK OK x 
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Jack slipped out of Charlie’s warm bed before anyone else in 
the house was up. He hated leaving his lover and promised 
himself he’d speak to Brian at the first available opportunity. 


After a quick shower and change of clothes, he made his 
way to the kitchen to start on the day’s menu. 


He loved his job. He knew some people thought his position 
as a dorm cook was unimportant, but it didn’t bother him a 
bit. For someone who had spent the majority of his life 
training young men to be soldiers, the slow pace of the 
kitchen suited him just fine. 


He was going through the cupboards making out his weekly 
shopping list, when Charlie walked in, eyes still puffy from 
Sleep. “Morning,” he said and poured another cup of coffee. 


Charlie took a seat at the island. “Morning.” 


He carried Charlie’s cup over and set it on the granite before 
bending to give his lover a quick morning kiss. Even though 
they hadn’t done anything sexual the previous night, he felt 


even closer to the man beside him. “After we get breakfast, | 
can help you on the computer.” Charlie nodded and took a 
sip. “Thanks. | have a computer with a special program over 
at my campus office, but | don’t feel like leaving the house 
in this heat.” 


“Oh.” Jack ran his knuckles down Charlie’s cheek. “I was 
hoping | could talk you into going to the grocery store with 
me later.” 


Charlie’s mouth slid into a cute grin. “What’ll you give me?” 


“Dinner,” Jack said with a kiss. “And maybe some dessert 
later.” Charlie suddenly stiffened. “Someone’s coming,” he 
mumbled and took another sip of his coffee. 


Michael walked into the kitchen dressed in the clothes he’d 
worn the day before. “Hey,” he said, looking into the fridge. 
“No juice?” 


He was beginning to hate the little prick for what he was 
obviously putting Charlie through. “It’s on the list.” He held 
up his pad of paper. 


Michael made a disgusted sound in his throat, and it took all 
Jack’s willpower not to get off the stool and pound the little 
punk into the ground. “You just crawling in?” Michael spun 
and looked at Jack. “Yeah, what’s it to you? | told the kid | 
was going out and wouldn’t be back. Isn’t that what you 
asked me to do? Last | checked you weren’t my dad.” 


“Enough,” Charlie said through clenched teeth. 


Although he shut his mouth, Jack was still seething. He 
narrowed his eyes at Michael. Couldn’t he see the effect his 
wild behaviour was having on Charlie? 


Michael turned and walked from the room. Trying to calm 
himself down, Jack retrieved the coffee pot from the counter 
and refilled Charlie’s cup. “I think we should call Bear. After 
what his parents did to Generated by ABC Amber LIT 
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him, | doubt Michael will listen to anyone over the age of 
thirty.” Charlie nodded. “I think you’re right. Bear’s the 
closest thing he has to a best friend. Maybe he can talk 
some sense into him.” 


He leaned in and kissed Charlie’s neck. “I know the boy is 
confused, but | can’t sit by and watch what his behaviour is 
doing to you.” 


“I'll be okay,” Charlie said. “It’s a hard time for Michael. 
Being disowned, even if it’s a mutual decision, is a hard row 
to hoe.” 


Charlie stood and rinsed his empty cup before putting it in 
the dishwasher. “I know. I’ve been there.” 


* KK * 


In the relative privacy of Jack’s apartment, he gave his lover 
the information he needed to look upOrangeCounty birth 
certificates. 


“It says it'll take at least five business days to process the 
request over the internet. There’s also a fee involved,” Jack 
said. 


He rubbed his chin. Now that the question of his parentage 
had been brought to the forefront, he hated the idea of 
waiting that long. Fuck. He slapped his palm against his 
scalp. “I have a copy of mine in my safety deposit box at the 


bank. I’d hoped this would be quicker, but | guess l'Il have to 
make a trip to the bank.” 


“I can take you when we go shopping.” Jack’s comforting 
hand landed on his back. 


Charlie nodded. “Thanks. I’ve had it since | left home, but 
never thought to have someone read it to me.” 


His gut clenched with the possibility that one or both of the 
people he’d considered his parents growing up, weren't at 
all. Maybe that was the reason they always acted ashamed 
of me? Part of him hoped that was the reason. It would be 
easier to understand their actions if they’d had a defective 
kid dumped into their lives. 


“Charlie?” 
“Sorry, lost in my own thoughts.” 
“The bank’s open. Do you want to go now?” Jack asked. 


“Yeah. If | don’t find something out I'll drive myself crazy.” 
He stood and started walking towards the door. With his 
hand on the knob, he stopped. “What happens if | turn out 
to be something different than what | always thought?” 


Jack’s arms wrapped around him from behind. “You'll figure 
out quickly that the man you are has Generated by ABC 
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nothing to do with the colour of your skin.” 


“But I’ve always advocated on behalf of minorities,” he said. 


Jack squeezed him harder. “I hate to tell you this, love, but 
even if you’re half-white you'll still be considered a 
minority.” 


“If you were my father would you be more embarrassed that 
| was half-white or blind?” He didn’t know why he’d asked 
Jack the question, but it suddenly seemed important that he 
knew the answer. 


“Neither,” Jack answered. “If you were my son I’d count 
myself fortunate. You’ve accomplished a great deal in your 
life, Charlie. Please don’t start questioning yourself over this 
bump in the road.” Charlie released the doorknob and 
turned in Jack’s arms. He put his hands on his lover’s chest 
and sighed. “My parents were ashamed of me growing up. 
It’s important to me to figure out why. | always assumed it 
was because | was blind, but even after | learned to function 
in a sighted world, they still seemed embarrassed. Maybe it 
had more to do with the colour of my skin?” 


“Or maybe they’re just assholes,” Jack spat out. 


Chapter Six 


Jack poked his head into the bedroom to make sure Charlie 
was still sleeping. It had been a hard afternoon for his man. 
The official birth certificate had listed his mother as Stella 
Davis, a name unknown to Charlie. 


Before breaking down, Charlie strode back through the 
lobby to Jack’s truck. Jack had barely gotten in the vehicle 
before Charlie put a call through to his parents. After what 
appeared to be a cold reception, Charlie asked his mother 
about the birth certificate. Instead of talking to him, his 
mother had hung up. 


That was the moment Charlie lost it. He’d broken down like 
a man whose world was crumbling around him. Jack couldn’t 
blame him. He did all he could to get Charlie calmed down 
enough for them to make it home. 


His lover’s eyes were red rimmed and swollen by the time 
he got him into bed. He hated to wake him, but he had an 
idea and wanted to share it. Walking over to the bed, Jack 
sat on the edge and ran his hand over Charlie’s back. 


With a slight groan, Charlie’s eyes fluttered open. “How’re 
you feeling?” Jack asked. 


“Lost,” Charlie whispered. 


Kicking his shoes off, Jack swung his legs up and lay beside 
Charlie. “I think we should hire someone to find your 
biological mother.” He held his breath waiting for Charlie’s 
answer. It would be expensive, but he thought between the 
two of them, they could afford at least a few days of private 
investigation. 
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“I want to go down toLos Angeles and talk to my parents. If 
they know that I’ve finally found out, maybe they'll talk to 
me.” 


He hated the thought of Charlie facing his parents alone, but 
what could he do? Someone not only had to take care of BK, 
but there was Brian to consider as well. He tried to think of 
someone they both trusted he could send in his place. He 
almost hated to verbalise the person who immediately came 
to mind. “We both know | can’t leave. Would you be willing 
to take Michael with you?” 


“Michael?” 


He nodded before he realised Charlie wouldn’t see the 
gesture. “Yes. | think it would be good to get him away from 
his current routine, don’t you? I’d also feel better knowing 
you're not alone in such a big city. It’s been a while since 
you've been there. Things may have changed.” Charlie’s 
eyes fluttered shut. “Will you ask him?” Jack hated the 
sound of defeat in his lover’s voice. He let his hand drift 
under Charlie’s shirt to the smooth light brown skin of his 
back. He pulled him closer and kissed him. Charlie opened 
for him immediately, allowing him to dip his tongue inside. 


A knock on the outer door broke them apart. “lIl get it. You 
rest.” He placed a kiss on Charlie’s forehead before getting 
up. He smoothed his hand down the front of his fly, hoping 
his erection wouldn’t be evident to their visitor. He shut 
Charlie in the darkness of his bedroom before crossing the 
Small living space. 


“I’m going out,” Michael said as soon as Jack opened the 
door. 


Jack motioned towards the hall. Michael moved back and 
Jack stepped out of the apartment. “I need to talk to you 
first,” Jack said. 


Michael rolled his eyes. “Save it.” 


Jack’s fist involuntarily curled into a fist at his side. “It’s not 
about your new lifestyle. Charlie needs your help and you 
owe it to him to do what you can.” 


Michael’s face immediately took on a look of concern. “Is he 
sick?” Michael tried to look over Jack’s shoulder towards 
Charlie’s apartment. 


“No.” He led Michael into the living room. After getting 
seated, he scrubbed his hands through his short hair. 


He began to fill Michael in on what had transpired over the 
past twenty-four hours. “So you see, | need you to go with 
him toCalifornia .” 


“Why aren’t you going with him?” Michael asked. 


“Someone has to get the dorms ready for the incoming 
athletes. Besides, | have Brian, and taking him back 
toCalifornia wouldn’t be a good idea. | had enough trouble 
getting him out of that damn state in the first place.” 
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Jack dug into his pocket and produced a key. “This is to 
Brian’s mother’s house. The two of you can stay there while 
you're in town. It’s up for sale and there may be agents 
bringing in prospective buyers, so just keep your stuff 
picked up.” 


Michael nodded and took the key. Jack had to admit it 
surprised him a little that Michael didn’t put up more of a 
fight. Maybe he cared more for Charlie than was evident in 
his recent actions. 


From his back pocket, Jack withdrew a single piece of paper. 
“Il talked to this guy earlier. He’s a private investigator and 
has agreed to help us find Charlie’s biological mother. He 
won't start until one of us calls. If the meeting with Charlie’s 
parents doesn’t go well, give Rick Hutchins the go ahead.” 


“When are we leaving?” Michael asked. 


Jack shook his head. “I need to make some phone calls. | 
don’t know if it would be cheaper for the two of you to fly 
down, or drive my truck. You should be on your way in the 
morning. The sooner Charlie gets the information he needs, 
the sooner he'll begin to deal with all this.” Michael started 
to stand. Jack reached out and wrapped a hand around the 
younger man’s wrist. “I’m counting on you to be there for 
Charlie. If it weren’t for Brian I’d say fuck BK and take him 
myself.” Michael’s spine stiffened. “l'Il do right by him.” 
Neither of them saw Brian standing at the top of the stairs, 
his face drawn into a mask of anger and resentment. 


* OK OOK OX 


After making sure Brian was in his dorm room for the night, 
Jack let himself into Charlie’s apartment. He knew he 
needed to talk to his son about his relationship with Charlie, 
but other things kept getting in the way. 


At first he thought Charlie was still asleep. He undressed 
quietly and got in bed. “Did you talk to Michael?” Charlie 
asked. 


“Yeah. There’s a flight leaving at ten in the morning.” He 
turned onto his side and pulled Charlie into his arms. “Are 
you angry that it’s not me going instead of Michael?” 


“Not really. | Know you can’t leave Brian. Besides, this isn’t a 
pleasure trip. I’m likely to be grouchy more than not, and we 
both know we fight when one of us is in a mood.” Charlie 

kissed Jack’s neck. “I don’t want to fight with you anymore.” 


“Me neither,” Jack said. “Just remember that I’m here. Even 
if | can’t physically be with you, you can call me any time.” 
He wanted to tell Charlie the full depths of his feelings, but 
he wasn’t sure if it was the right time. He’d never told 
anyone and he admitted to himself he was afraid. What if 
Charlie didn’t return his feelings? 
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“Will you do something for me while I’m gone?” Charlie 
asked. 


Jack could feel Charlie’s burgeoning erection against his hip. 
“Anything,” he answered. He ran his hand down Charlie’s 
back to land on his man’s well-toned ass. 


“Talk to Brian. | don’t want to hide my feeling for you 
anymore.” Charlie ran his fingers through Jack’s hair as he 
ground his cock against him. “I love you.” Jack gave a 
contented sigh. “I feel the same way.” So sue him. He still 
couldn’t bring himself to say the words. “l'Il talk to Brian. By 
the time you get back, we’ll have a lot of decisions to 
make.” 


“Such as?” Charlie asked as he climbed on top of Jack to 
straddle his groin. 


How could he think with Charlie’s sweet crack sliding back 
and forth over his cock? “Living together. 


How and where.” 


Charlie stretched out and dug in his bedside table. He 
handed a condom and the bottle of lube to Jack. 


“Depends on what Brian’s reaction to the two of us is. I’m 
sure | could get permission for you both to live here full 
time. Brian could take your apartment and you could share 
with me.” Charlie moaned as Jack traced a lubed finger 
around his puckered hole. Jack slowly inserted a digit. The 
look of raw passion on Charlie’s face was mesmerising. It 
was one of the things he loved most about sex with Charlie, 
his lover let go completely. 


After introducing two and then quickly three fingers, all 
conversation stopped. Their basic instincts rose to the top, 
leaving little room for talking. “Now,” Charlie groaned. 


Jack removed his fingers and quickly rolled on the condom. 
Using the remaining slick on his hand, he added additional 
lube to the condom. “You gonna ride me, love?” 


“Oh yeah,” Charlie said. 


He pulled Charlie forward against his chest, leaving that 
sweetly stretched hole exposed. Holding his cock by the 
base, he guided the crown to kiss against Charlie’s 
entrance. “Whenever you're ready,” he said. 


Slowly, Charlie pushed himself to the root of Jack’s cock. 
“Oh god,” Jack moaned as the last inch disappeared inside 
his lover’s body. It didn’t matter that he’d been buried inside 
Charlie in the past. This somehow felt different, more. 


When Charlie began rocking back and forth on his lap, it 
took all Jack’s control not to take over. He contained his 
instincts and allowed Charlie the freedom to set the pace. 
He knew his man needed the control. 


“Love you,” Charlie declared as he rose and fell on Jack’s 
length. “Never want to be separated again.” 


“Never,” Jack answered back. 


The loving was slow but no less erotic than their fast and 
hard couplings had been. Jack didn’t know if he’d ever taken 
so much care with a lover. In the past, sex had merely been 
a tool to get his rocks off. 


This was nothing like that. Moving together as one, he could 
feel his heart melding with Charlie’s. 
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Despite their often differences of opinion, he had no doubt 
they would always belong to one another. He closed his 
eyes and let his lover claim him body and soul. The rise to 
his climax was slow and sweet, but no less powerful. 
“Gonna,” he grunted, wrapping his fingers around Charlie’s 
leaking cock. 


When his orgasm struck, Jack was thrown heart first into a 
space of overwhelming emotions. He felt the tears running 
down the side of his face even as his cock erupted. Charlie 
took over jacking himself to completion. Jack’s body, unable 
to concentrate on anything besides his still soewing cock, he 
did manage to open his eyes in time to watch the white 
pearls of fluid paint his chest. 


Charlie collapsed on his chest, the warmth of his lover’s 
seed pressed between them. As Jack held his man, he began 
to worry about the coming days. Was he making a mistake 
by not following Charlie on this journey of self discovery? He 
could always fly down if Charlie needed him. He didn’t know 
what he’d tell Brian, but he’d do whatever it took to take 
care of his lover. 


He prayed he wouldn’t have to choose between the son 
he’d always longed to know, and the man who'd become 
the centre of his universe. He loved Brian despite the fact 
that the boy was little more than a stranger to him. He still 
hadn’t come up with a way to bond with him. He’d begun to 
think his years in the military had hardened his heart to the 
point of no return, but Charlie’s love proved him wrong. 


Maybe Charlie’s trip was a good thing for all involved. It 
would hopefully give Charlie the answers he sought, and 
give him time to bond with his son. 


“What are you thinking about?” Charlie asked, placing a 
tender kiss on Jack’s collarbone. 


“Brian. | don’t know how to get through to him,” he 
admitted. 


“It’s still early in your relationship. He’s probably not yet 
over the shock of his mother’s death and your existence. 
Give him time and show him love. He’ll come around.” 


“What if he doesn’t approve of the two of us?” he asked, 
voicing his greatest fear. 


“I don’t know,” Charlie whispered. 


Chapter Seven 


“So what’s up with you and the blind guy?” Brian asked on 
the way home from the airport. 


Jack was shocked. “What do you mean?” He hadn’t even 
touched Charlie at the airport. 


“I may be a teenager, but I’m not the one who’s blind.” 


“Would you please stop making references to Charlie’s 
disability.” He gripped the steering wheel tighter. 


He knew it was time. “I love him,” he finally admitted. He 
was only sorry Brian heard the words before Generated by 
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Charlie did. 


He chanced a glance over at his son. Brian sat with his arms 
crossed and his head turned towards the passenger window. 
“Nothing to say?” Jack asked. 


Brian shrugged. “Would it matter? | mean, you’ve always 
cared more for the company of other men than your own 
son anyway.” 


Jack felt the words like a punch in the gut. He checked his 
mirror and pulled to the side of the road. He put the truck 
into park and turned off the engine. “Is that what you 
think?” Nothing. 


“Brian? Do you think it was my choice to stay away from 
you?” Nothing. 


How did you explain your own actions when you still didn’t 
understand them yourself? Yeah, in a way Brian was right. 
He had made the choice, but it wasn’t other men he’d put 
before his own son, it was his career. 


“My entire life all | wanted to be was a soldier. I’d seen 
recruiting commercials on television and had known that 
that was for me. My dad took off when | was just a boy. It 
was no big loss. He was a loser.” Just like me. 


“My mom worked a couple of jobs to support us, but | 
always knew we wouldn’t have the money for college. The 
Marines seemed to be a dream come true for a poor kid 
fromPittsburgh .” Little did | know that dream would end up 
costing me more than it ever gave me. 


He went on to tell Brian the truth about the reason for his 
marriage to Becka and the subsequent divorce. He’d 
attempted upon their first meeting, but Brian wasn’t ready 
to listen. “I fucked up. | knew it almost immediately, but by 
then it was too late. I’d already signed over my rights to 
custody, and your mom was long gone.” 


He reached out and laid his hand on the top of Brian’s 
chestnut coloured hair. “I’m so sorry.” Brian stiffened and 
turned his head enough to dislodge Jack’s hand. “And now 
there’s Charlie,” Brian finally said. “So what? Am I gonna 
come in second again?” Jack closed his eyes in shame. He 
hated himself for the automatic internal response to the 
question. “Of course not,” he managed to say. “You’re my 
son. I'd like for us to build a family with Charlie.” 


“And if I’m not interested?” Brian asked as his eyes studied 
Jack. 


Shit. Shit. Shit.Should he lie? He rubbed his eyes with the 
heel of his hands. “Then l'Il figure something out, but I can’t 


give either of you up.” He was glad he’d been honest, but 
the look on Brian’s face was not comforting. He began to 
wonder if he’d irreparably screwed things up with his son. 


He wanted to plead his case. To remind Brian that he’d only 
be living with him for a few more years before going out into 
the world to find his own life, but the words wouldn’t come. 
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After a few minutes of mutual silence, he started the truck 
and pulled back onto the highway. Maybe Brian just needed 
some time like Charlie said. At least it was finally all out in 
the open. 


* OK OOK x 


Charlie allowed Michael to lead him into the house. 
Unfamiliar with not only the layout, but the entire area as 
well, Charlie felt a little out of sorts. He needed to get his 
bearings and fast. He hated feeling dependent on someone 
to get around. 


“Looks nice,” Michael said. “Just let me move the coffee 
table out of the way. No sense knocking your knees.” 


“No,” Charlie said. “Jack said the house might still be shown 
to prospective buyers. Take my hand and help me 
familiarize myself with the layout, and | should be fine.” For 
the next hour, Michael helped Charlie learn the small two 
bedroom house. “What now?” Michael asked. 


“Let’s grab some dinner and make our way across town to 
Bel Air.” 


“You shittin’ me? Bel Air? Damn, how’d you end up inidaho 
?” Charlie thought of his past. As soon as he’d graduated 
college his parents had informed him their role in his life 
was finished. They hadn’t even bothered to show up for his 
graduation ceremony. 


He’d been lucky enough to get a job with UCLA, his alma 
mater. After working in the Faculty Diversity and 
Development department for seven years, he’d gotten a job 
at NYU. That’s where he’d met and befriended the Demakis 
brothers. His career had taken front and centre in his life 
until he’d relocated toldaho . 


Creating and heading up the new diversity program for the 
college had been a dream come true. No longer did he have 
to fight crowds. The slow pace ofldaho was just what he’d 
needed at the time. Little did he know something was still 
missing from his life. It wasn’t until Jack came to work at the 
dorm that he’d felt it. 


“You still with me?” Michael chuckled. 


“Yeah. | guess you could say that inCalifornia all that glitters 
is not gold. | had to leave, travel across the country and 
back again before | found that.” 


“Wow. You’re getting too deep for me,” Michael said. “Are we 
ready?” He heard Michael open the front door. He briefly 
wondered if he should change his clothes before descending 
upon his parents’ 


house. He shook the thought aside. He could arrive ina 
thousand dollar suit and his parents still wouldn’t see 
anything but a half-black blind man. “Ready.” 


They walked towardsYorba Linda Boulevard and hailed a 
cab. He could tell Michael was either nervous or excited by 


the fidgeting he demonstrated the entire drive. The taxi 
pulled up to a stop and Generated by ABC Amber LIT 
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Michael whistled. Yep, they must be in front of his parents’ 
house. “Don’t be too impressed,” he told Michael. He paid 
the driver and asked him to wait for a few moments. No 
sense in sending away his ride when he wasn’t even Sure if 
his parents would see him. He stood at the heavy iron gate 
and took a deep breath before pushing the intercom button. 


“Salinger residence. May | help you?” Lupe’s voice sounded 
over the speaker. He couldn’t believe such a nice woman 
could still be working for his parents. 


“Hi, Lupe, it’s Charlie. Are they home?” 


“Oh, Senor Charlie,” Lupe squealed. “How nice to speak with 
you.” Charlie felt a lump form in his throat. Lupe was the 
closest thing he’d ever had to a real mother. His parents 
wouldn’t allow her to coddle him or take him places, but 
she’d been the one to show him compassion. 


“You, too, Lupe. Can | come up?” 


There was a short pause over the intercom. “Your mother 
has a headache and your father is at the bank.” 


He rubbed his forehead. He knew his mother had a 
headache was code for she'd gotten blitzed the previous 
evening and was sleeping off a hangover. “I’ve come 
fromldaho to speak with them. Would you please allow me 
and my friend to wait in the kitchen until mother feels up to 
visitors?” There was another pause before the buzzer 
sounded on the sturdy gate. Charlie pushed through and 
gestured to Michael. “Hold this open while | pay the driver.” 


He knew he should prepare the younger man for what he 
was about to witness, but he wasn’t even sure himself. 


After hearing the taxi drive off, he stepped inside the 
grounds of the palatial estate. As they rounded the bend in 
the drive, he heard Michael’s steps falter. “Holy crap,” 
Michael said. 


Having never actually seen his boyhood home, Charlie 
didn’t know what Michael was going on about. 


“What?” 


“Fuck, Charlie. You grew up in a mansion. The biggest 
fucking one I’ve ever seen.” Charlie shrugged. He knew the 
house was large from wandering around in it as a child. 
“Can you believe I’ve never even been in all the rooms? 
There were certain areas that were off-limits to a clumsy 
blind boy.” 


They eventually made it to the circular drive in front of the 
house. “We need to use the servants’ 


entrance,” Charlie said. He led Michael off to the right, 
surprised that after all the years, he still had the map firmly 
entrenched in his brain. 


He heard the squeal seconds before he was almost knocked 
over by a short, small boned woman. 


“Lupe,” he greeted the old woman with a kiss to the top of 
her head. 


“I’ve missed you,” Lupe said. “I ask your parents about you, 
but they don’t reply. Before you leave, l'Il give you my 
phone number.” 
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“ld like that,” Charlie replied with a smile. “This is a student 
in the dormitory that | supervise. Michael, I’d like you to 
meet the best housekeeper in the world, Lupe.” Lupe broke 
away from their embrace. “Nice to meet you, Michael.” 


“You, too, Ma’am.” 


“Ma’am? Oh, Charlie, it’s nice you bring a boy with 
manners.” He reached out and put a hand on Michael’s 
shoulder. “He’s a fine young man.” Michael snorted and 
Charlie rolled his eyes. “Sometimes.” Lupe led them into the 
house where he and Michael took a seat at the kitchen 
island. “I poured some milk for you boys,” Lupe said. She 
took Charlie’s hand and held it to the cold glass. “Fresh 
cookies are between the two of you.” 


“Oatmeal?” Charlie asked. 
“Nothing but,” Lupe answered. 


He dug into a cookie and listened as the housekeeper and 
cook rattled around the kitchen. He couldn’t help wondering 
why Lupe had never mentioned that he looked different 
from his parents. 


“Do you know my real mother?” he finally asked. 


He heard a dish drop and break as he waited for an answer. 
“I can’t talk about that,” she said quickly. 


“Please don’t ask me.” 


Charlie felt like he’d been punched in the stomach. She 
knows. The tender feelings he’d always had for Lupe 


Shrivelled. “You saw the way they treated me and did 
nothing.” He suddenly wondered why that had never 
occurred to him before. 


He could barely hear Lupe sputtering on about how it wasn’t 
her business. He shook his head and held his hand up to 
stop her excuses. Turning on his heels, he went searching 
for the woman he'd always called mother. 


He wasn’t surprised that Michael hadn’t followed him. The 
poor boy was probably choking on his cookie about now. He 
made his way up the grand staircase to his mother’s 
bedroom. He rapped on the door and waited for her reply. 


“Lupe! I told you not to disturb me,” Gloria Salinger barked. 
Charlie opened the door. “It’s me,” he said. 

“Charles!” she gasped. “What on earth are you doing here?” 
“I’ve come for answers.” He heard bed sheets rustling. 

“Get out,” Gloria said and stalked towards him. 
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“Where’s my real mother and why the lies?” He wouldn’t be 
bullied out of the house without at least asking the 
questions. 


Her sharp intake of breath proved he’d shocked her. “Don’t 
talk about that slut. I’m the one who raised you and you will 
show me the respect | deserve.” 


Chuckling, Charlie shook his head. “If | showed you the 
respect you deserved, you'd have a face full of spit right 


” 


now. 
“Lupe!” Gloria screamed. “Call the police.” 


Charlie took a step in Gloria’s direction. The comment about 
his biological mother being a slut clicked. 


“What happened? The grand Edward Salinger stick his dick 
into someone else and you had to suffer for it?” 


Her silence was answer enough. He knew it was wrong, but 
he wanted to exact revenge on the woman who'd made his 
life hell growing up. “Perhaps if you weren’t a drunken ice 
queen dear old dad wouldn’t have gone looking.” 


“Get out!” she shouted. 


“I’m leaving,” he said. Before he walked out the door he 
turned around. “If you didn’t want me, why did you agree to 
raise me?” 


“She would have ruined your father if we hadn’t agreed. We 
decided being stuck with a freak of nature was better than 
the alternatives.” 


The words hurt, but he knew Gloria had finally told him the 
truth. “I won’t ever bother you again.” Chapter Eight 


“Hi,” Charlie said into the phone. 
“How'd it go?” Jack asked. 


“As expected. Dad had an affair and they were forced to 
take on the mixed race kid or suffer a public scandal. | 
called that investigator though.” 


“Yeah?” 


“He said he’d start as soon as he got off the phone.” Charlie 
sat back and rubbed his eyes. “I’m not really sure | want to 
know her,” he admitted. What if she shuns me too? 


Jack sighed into the phone. “I think you should meet her at 
least. Maybe nothing will come of it, but | think you owe it to 
yourself to get your questions answered.” Generated by 
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“Maybe.” 
“Are you Okay?” Jack asked. 


“Yeah. Just wallowing in self pity. Michael was starting to 
hover, so | sent him out.” Charlie didn’t even know Michael 
had a protective mode. 


“Do you think that was wise? Michael doesn’t know anything 
about LA.” 


“Shit. My head was so screwed up that I just wanted him out 
for a bit.” Charlie’s eyes welled up with tears once again. 
He’d cried more in the last three hours than he had in his 
entire life. “What should | do? 


| don’t know where he went.” 


“Shhh, it'll be okay. Michael will stumble back to the house 
at some point. Right now | care more about you. Do you 
need me to come down there?” 


Yes!“No. I'll be fine once | get these damn emotions under 
control.” He knew Jack wasn’t the kind of man who was 
comfortable with weak people and by god he wouldn’t give 
him a reason to run again. 


“Maybe I just need to eat something and go to bed.” 
“Will you call me when you wake up?” Jack asked. 


“Yeah.” He knew he should hang up, but in the few short 
hours he’d been away, he already missed Jack. “You get 
some rest.” 


“I will. | need to go find Brian and herd him off to bed.” Jack 
cleared his throat and he could tell there was something 
else he wanted to Say. 


“Is there something else?” Charlie braced himself for more 
bad news. 


“I told Brian on the way home from the airport.” 


“About us?” Charlie’s breath caught in his chest as he 
waited to learn of Brian’s reaction to the news. 


“Yeah. He didn’t seem all that happy, but at least he didn’t 
take a swing at me.” Charlie took a tentative breath. “Is that 
good?” 


“I think so. | hope so.” Jack answered. 
“I love you,” Charlie said. 
“Me, too,” Jack returned. 


* OK OOK * 
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Jack hung up the phone. He hated the depressed sound of 
Charlie’s voice. For the life of him, he couldn’t figure out 
what to do. If he left BK he knew either him or Charlie would 


likely get fired. On the other hand, was any job worth his 
relationship? 


He decided maybe it was best to lay his cards on the table 
with his boss. Picking up the phone once more, he called 
Demitri. 


“Hello?” 


“Hi, it’s Jack. | was wondering if you had a few minutes to 
talk something over with me?” Jack took a sip of his beer, 
his throat suddenly dry. 


“Sure. What’s up?” 


“I’m worried.” Jack went on to tell his boss about the 
problems in the house. He explained the situation with 
Charlie and his parents, Michael and his new lifestyle, and 
the problems he was having with Brian. 


When he was finished he drained his beer. “I don’t know 
what to do. | feel like | should be with Charlie, but Brian 
needs me, too.” 


Demitri didn’t say anything for several moments. “I tell you 
what. Theron’s just ended another relationship so he’s free 
to take a long vacation. Why don’t | see if he'll fly in? It’ll 
probably be tomorrow or the next day before he can get 
here. But if Charlie’s still in LA, l'II temporarily put Theron in 
charge of BK. That way you can go to LA and Theron can get 
a chance to talk with Brian.” Jack had only met Theron on 
one occasion, but he liked the psychiatrist. “Thanks.” 


“It might not be a bad idea for all of you to have a session 
or two with him while he’s in town.” 


“He can use my apartment,” Jack volunteered. 


“Let me give him a call, and I'll let you know.” 


“Thanks again.” Jack hung up and tossed his beer can into 
the trash. He felt a little lighter now that he’d shared the 
problems with Demitri. The man had a way of managing a 
situation with ease. 


Stepping out of his little apartment, he went in search of 
Brian. He decided not to tell his son what Theron did for a 
living. It might be easier for him to open up to a regular guy. 
He just wished he knew how Brian was going to take the 
news that he was leaving. Maybe he should level with Brian 
the way he had with Demitri? Surely his son would 
understand, wouldn’t he? 


“Brian,” he called, walking through the living room. “Brian!” 
He poked his head into the kitchen but found it empty. 
Turning on his heels, he went upstairs and knocked on 
Brian’s door. “Brian?” 


When no answer came, Jack opened the door to an empty 
room. “What the hell?” Brian knew he wasn’t supposed to 
go out after dark unless he told someone. 


Jack looked at his watch. It was almost ten-thirty. Taking the 
steps two at a time, Jack raced downstairs and threw the 
front door open. “Brian!” he yelled. He searched the 
perimeter of the dorm and took off towards the campus. 
Hopefully if Brian decided to go out exploring he didn’t go 
far. 
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He continued to yell Brian’s name as he travelled from one 
common area to the next, growing more frantic by the 


minute. He heard laughter and high pitched voices mocking 
him as he neared the football field. 


The hair on the back of his neck stood up when he spotted 
his fifteen-year old son with a group of college students. 
They appeared to be passing something back and forth 
between them, but when Jack yelled and took off towards 
them they ran. He found Brian laughing uncontrollably when 
he finally reached him. 


“What the hell is wrong with you?” Jack asked. He put his 
hands on his hips and studied his son. He didn’t smell 
alcohol, so he doubted that was what the group had been 
Sharing with him. Still, his eyes were glazed and the stupid 
laughter continued. “They give you drugs?” Brian shook his 
head, no. 


“Who were they?” He pulled Brian back towards the dorm. 


“Just friends | met at the arcade,” Brian finally stopped 
laughing long enough to answer. 


“Names?” Jack asked again. He tried to calm his temper 
knowing Brian would clam up if he got heavy-handed. 


Brian shrugged. “Shawn,Kit,Chad , Steve. | don’t know their 
last names. They’re cool,” he added. 


Yeah, cool enough to give a young boy drugs. His heart 
began racing as he thought of all the things that could’ve 
happened. Damn. | should’ve been watching him. He 
decided to take the matter up with security. Not only could 
drugs get the guys expelled, but they were against the law 
as well. Shit. What if he got Brian in trouble at the same 
time? 


He ushered his son across the street and into the house. He 
was so pissed he knew he needed to cool down before 
talking to Brian. “Go on up to bed. l'Il deal with you in the 
morning.” Brian rolled his eyes. “Whatever. Sucks when | 
can’t have a little fun without you climbing all down my 
back,” he said as he stomped upstairs. 


Despite his earlier resolve, Jack exploded. “Fun? You think 
smoking dope with older guys is fun?” Jack slammed his fist 
on the banister. “You’ll see how much fun it is when your 
‘friends’ get expelled for giving you drugs.” 


Brian turned around and narrowed his eyes. “Maybe it was 
the other way around. Maybe I’m the one who shared the 
joint with them.” 


Jack was up the stairs in a split second. He grabbed Brian’s 
biceps. “Tell me you didn’t do that?” Brian grinned and 
shrugged. “I will neither confirm nor deny. Perhaps you don’t 
know as much about me as you think.” He stared Jack in the 
eyes almost daring him to say otherwise. 


Jack’s mind flashed back to his years in the service. What 
would he have done if a recruit spoke to him in such a 
manner? “l'Il wake you at five o'clock in the morning. We'll 
start with a two mile run and work our way up from there. 
By the time you're finished with your day you'll be too tired 
to go out and get into Generated by ABC Amber LIT 
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anymore trouble.” 
“What?” 


“You heard me. Now get your ass to bed.” Brian’s eyes 
widened as he turned and ran up the steps. 


Jack walked back to his apartment and retrieved a beer out 
of the mini-fridge in the corner. What the hell am I thinking? 
I’m trying to get the boy to trust me, not fear me. 


He went to bed knowing Theron Demakis couldn’t get there 
soon enough. 


* OK OOK OX 


Charlie ran his fingers through his own cum that now 
painted his lower torso. His phone call with Jack had done 
more than soothe his nerves it seemed. Just thinking about 
his lover had his hand straying once again to his spent cock. 


Despite everything else, he grinned. He couldn’t wait to get 
things in LA taken care of so he could once again have Jack 
in his bed. The thought of his lover’s cock buried deep 
inside of him had his hand tightening around his shaft. 


At his age, he knew it would be a while before he’d be able 
to get it up again, but it was still pleasurable. 


“What the hell are you doing to me, Jack?” he whispered as 
his fingers slid down to his puckered hole. 


He hadn’t pleasured his own ass in a long time. Despite the 
lonely nights after Jack had taken off, satisfying himself 
hadn’t seemed important. He ran his cum soaked finger 
around the puckered skin before pushing it inside. “Fuck,” 
he cried out at the sensation. 


As good as it felt to ride his own finger, he needed more, he 
needed Jack. Reaching over, he picked up the phone. 
Hopefully his lover wouldn’t mind. 


“Hello?” Jack answered. His voice was gruff with sleep and 
Charlie knew immediately that he must’ve woken him. 


“Sorry. Did | wake you?” 


“No,” Jack answered, his voice even gruffer. “You caught me 
jacking off,” Jack admitted. 


The thought pleased him. He slipped another finger into his 
body and moaned. “I did that a few minutes ago.” Dare I? 
“Now I’m lying here fingering my own ass.” 


“Fuck. | bet that’s a pretty sight.” 


Charlie could hear Jack’s breathing pick up. “I’m going to 
add another one. | think my whole hand wouldn’t do justice 
to your cock.” 


“Do it,” Jack groaned. The wet sounds of his lover jacking off 
in the background was like an Generated by ABC Amber 
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aphrodisiac. 
“Press your thumb against the slit,” Charlie instructed. 


He heard Jack’s pant as he complied. “Now suck the pre- 
cum off your thumb. Close your eyes and really feel and 
taste yourself. Give me every detail.” He heard smacking 
lips before Jack said anything. “It’s thick on my tongue, 
pungent, slightly salty, smooth.” 


The description was like music to his ears. Incredibly he felt 
his cock begin to fill once again. “You’re making me hard. | 
wanna taste you. | want your cum down my throat, and then 
| want to eat your ass.” Jack’s howl of pleasure signalled his 
orgasm. Charlie pressed against his own prostate as he 
erratically tugged on his cock. “I need it,” he moaned. He 
knew his lover would know what he needed. 


“Imagine my cock pumping into your ass while | bite on 
those sweet nipples of yours. Can you picture it in your 
mind?” 


“God, yes.” His legs automatically spread wider as he 
pushed deeper into himself. 


Jack’s next words sent him flying. “I love you,” Jack 
whispered. 


Charlie’s climax threatened to overwhelm him. His spine 
stiffened as the grip on his cock grew almost painful. The 
squeeze of his body in ecstasy threatened to snap off his 
fingers and he withdrew them to ride it out. “Love you,” he 
bellowed as his seed painted his abdomen once again. 


He could barely focus on Jack’s voice as his man continued 
to whisper words of love and lust. He knew in that instant 
he’d never be satisfied with another lover. “I miss you,” he 
admitted. 


“I’m only a phone call away,” Jack answered. 


Chapter Nine 


Jack was Surprised at how well Brian kept pace with him the 
following morning. “You run before?” he asked at the half- 
way point. 


“Cross country in school. Mom thought it would give me 
focus,” Brian said without looking at Jack. 


“Smart woman.” At least his ex-wife had been smart about 
something. She’d obviously seen the wild trait in their son 
that Jack was just beginning to see. 


Brian made a sound in his throat and tried to pull ahead. 
Having none of it, Jack picked up his pace. The faster Brian 
tried to run, the faster Jack went. He’d been running since 
he was a teenager himself and knew in his heart he could 
outlast the strong-minded boy. 
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The cell phone clipped to his jogging shorts started ringing. 
Without breaking his stride, he reached down and looked at 
the display. Flipping it open, he dropped back just a bit. 
“Charlie?” 


“Michael’s not back yet,” Charlie said. 
“What time is it?” 
“Almost six,” Charlie answered. 


“It’s early. Give him a couple of hours before you start 
getting yourself worked up.” He remembered Michael 


dragging in much later the previous few days. 


“Yeah, you're right. I’m just a little on edge waiting for the 
investigator’s call.” 


“Relax, love. Rick will get in touch with you as soon as he 
knows something.” He secretly hoped it would be soon. He 
was borrowing heavily against his meagre salary in order to 
pay for the guy. He knew Charlie would insist on paying him 
back, but those were details that could be worked out later. 


“I'll try.” There was a hesitation. “What are you doing?” 


“Running with Brian.” He needed to confide in Charlie about 
Brian’s unlawful activities the previous night, but decided to 
wait until he could speak freely. 


“Oh, okay. | was starting to get worried. Your raspy voice 
and all the heavy breathing reminded me of your sounds 
while fucking,” Charlie said with a chuckle. 


Jack knew Charlie was trying to play off his concerns, but it 
still stung a little. He dropped back even more and watched 
as Brian pulled pretty far ahead of him. “How in the hell 
could | be fucking if you’re inCalifornia ? I’ve told you, | don’t 
want anyone else.” 


“I know. Sorry.” 


“What you should really be sorry for is getting my dick half- 
hard just talking about this. Have you ever jogged with a 
stiffy?” 


Charlie laughed. “Can’t say as | have.” 


“Damn painful. How about if | call you once I get back to the 
dorm?” 


“Yeah. Finish your run and ring me back later.” 
“Love you.” 
“Love you, too,” Charlie said. 


Jack could hear the mood shift in Charlie’s voice by the time 
he hung up. At least he’d given his man something else to 
think about instead of Michael and his mother. 


“Wait up,” he called to Brian as he tried to catch up. The 
little shit seemed to pour on even more steam as he 
rounded the block. Shit. 
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x OK OOK OX 


Charlie paced his way around the small living room. His 
ringing cell phone caused him to nearly jump out of his skin. 
Fumbling for the phone, he quickly opened it. “Charlie.” 


“It’s Rick Hutchins. I’ve got an address for Stella Davis.” 
Charlie’s chest tightened and did his best to commit the 
street address to memory. “Have you contacted her?” 


“Yes. She was a little leery at first. | think she was afraid 
you'd take some sort of anger out on her. But she finally 
agreed to stay home from work to meet you.” 


“Excellent,” Charlie said. 
“Would you like me to accompany you?” Rick asked. 


“No. This is something | need to do on my own. l'Il call for a 
cab.” 


“Let me know if | can be of any more help.” 


“I can’t tell you how much | appreciate what you’ve already 
accomplished. Thank you, Rick.” 


“Thanks, but it’s all in a day’s work.” 


Charlie pressed the disconnect button and immediately 
called for a taxi. He gave the dispatcher the address in case 
he forgot. His mind was whirling with thoughts and 
emotions. 


After he was given an estimated time the taxi would arrive, 
he called Jack. As soon as his lover answered, he started in. 
“Michael’s still not back, but Rick called to tell me he’d 
found Stella. I’ve called for a cab and I’m going over as soon 
as it gets here.” 


“What else did Rick tell you about her?” 


“Not much. Just that she was leery at first but finally agreed 
to meet me.” He began pacing the living room again. It was 
times like this that he wished he had someone there to 
assure him he wasn’t wearing a shirt with stains or 
something on it. “What should | do about Michael?” 


“Don’t worry about him. You have more important things to 
take care of. Although I could wring his neck for not being 
there for you through all of this.” They talked for several 
minutes. The sound of Jack’s voice went a long way to 
soothe Charlie’s racing heart. He heard a horn honk out 
front. “My taxi’s here. l'Il call when | get back.” 


“Charlie,” Jack said before he hung up, “if this woman 
doesn’t want to know you after the fine man you’ve 
become, it’s her loss.” 
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The words warmed him. “Thanks.” 


* OK OOK x 


After talking to Charlie, Jack knew he needed to get 
toCalifornia . He placed a quick call to Demitri and was 
informed Theron would be in town by nightfall. Demitri went 
on to give Jack the okay to book himself a flight, which he 
did. 


Standing at the kitchen counter making sandwiches for him 
and Brian, he tried to figure out how to break the news to 
his son. With two plates loaded with two sandwiches each 
and some salad, Jack walked into the dining room. “Brian!” 
he yelled up the stairs. 


A few moments later his son appeared. “What now?” 
“Lunch,” Jack said gesturing to the plate on the table. 


Brian stomped down the stairs and slid into his chair. He 
pulled the top layer of bread off the sandwich and wrinkled 
his nose. “I don’t like Swiss cheese.” 


“So take it off,” Jack grumbled. 


Brian picked the cheese up by the corner and flung it to the 
side of his plate. Jack just shook his head and rolled his 
eyes. “I need to make a quick trip toCalifornia . Charlie’s 
having some trouble and Michael hasn’t been around to help 
him. There’s a guy who’s agreed to take over mine and 
Charlie’s duties at BK until we get back.” 


Jack narrowed his eyes at his son. “Do not give Theron any 
trouble.” 


“Am | a part of your duties ?” Brian laughed sarcastically. 
“Maybe your replacement will do a better job.” 


Jack’s hand automatically curled into a fist. Even though he 
had no intentions of striking his son, it was a close thing. 
Never had he let someone speak to him with such 
disrespect. His only hope was that Theron would be able to 
figure out exactly what was going on with Brian. “I’m sorry 
you don’t feel like I’m a good enough father. I’m doing the 
best that | can,” he finally said trying to diffuse the 
situation. 


Brian laughed again and stood, his lunch barely touched. 
“Why would | ever expect you of all people to know anything 
about being a father? Silly me for thinking it might come 
naturally.” He watched as Brian took his plate into the 
kitchen. When he came out again, he looked right at Jack. 


“I’m going to the arcade.” 


“I might not be here when you get back, but Theron should 
get here in time to fix dinner.” Brian stopped in front of the 
door and threw his arms in the air. “Of course. The one you 
love needs you, so you just have to run out of here like your 
pants are on fire.” Brian didn’t give Jack a chance to 
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respond before stepping outside and slamming the heavy 
door. 


He pushed his plate aside and buried his face in his hands. 
The way Brian said it, it sounded like he doubted Jack’s love 
for him. Was that the problem? Did Brian doubt him? “Fuck,” 


Jack spat out. He realised Brian was partially correct. It 
wasn’t that Jack didn’t love the boy. He simply didn’t like 
him much, which shamed him to the core. 


Hell, maybe I should stay here and take care of my own 
problems?He glanced at the clock. He had two hours before 
he needed to leave for the airport. Maybe if he hurried and 
packed, he’d have time to find Brian before he left. 


With a plan firmly in place, he carried his plate to the 
kitchen. 


* OK OK x 


Jack had to momentarily put his hands over his ears as he 
stepped into the arcade. Had they always been this loud, or 
was he just getting old? He allowed his eyes time to adjust 
to the light before slowly walking through the place. 


Kids of every age were like zombies glued to the screens in 
front of them. “Creepy,” he said under his breath. A group of 
people in the back corner caught his attention with their 
continued laughter. 


He walked their way and stopped dead in his tracks. Fuck. I 
know that kid. Well, he didn’t really know him, he 
conceded, but he knew of him. Chad Longingham had been 
at the centre of several campus investigations last 
semester. Most notably for being among the group of guys 
that had beaten poor Rocco to a pulp. 


The vein in his forehead began to throb as he watched his 
son laughing and talking with scum like that. 


He stopped himself from charging in. He knew damn good 
and well if he forbade Brian from hanging out with guys like 


that, the boy would just sneak out behind his back. Hell, he 
was a teenager once himself. 


Half the fun at that age was doing what your parents told 
you not to. 


He took several calming breaths before breezing over to 
stand behind the group. “Hey, Brian? Can I talk to you a 
minute?” 


The college kids turned at once and looked him up and 
down. He could see the recognition inChad ’s eyes as they 
met his. “Talk to you later, Bri.”Chad motioned to the others 
and they soon departed the arcade. 


“Thanks,” Brian said in a sarcastic tone. “I finally manage to 
make some friends and you scare them away.” 


Jack made a mental note to introduce Brian to both Koby 
and Rocco, both of whom had had run-ins withChad and 
others just like him. “Care to shoot some pool?” Brian made 
an exaggeration of looking around the arcade. “Do you see 
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It took every ounce of self control to hold his temper in 
check. “Air hockey, then. | see a table over there.” 


“That’s so lame,” Brian said with a shake to his head. 
“What’s the matter? Chicken?” Jack taunted. 


Brian jumped off the stool he was sitting on and made his 
way over to the game. “Chicken? That’s so third grade.” 


“Gotcha over here,” Jack added. 


For the next thirty minutes Jack tried his best to beat Brian 
at air hockey. They ended almost even with Brian winning 
the whole thing by one game. “You owe me a rematch when 
| get back,” Jack chuckled as they left the arcade. 


They’d actually been getting along until that moment. Right 
before his eyes, Brian’s shoulders sagged. 


“Yeah, sure.” 


He sighed and wrapped his arm around Brian’s shoulders. 
He thought about Charlie in LA. Yeah, his lover was hurting, 
but from the looks of it, so was his son. “Would you like me 
to stay? | will. Just say the word.” 


“Tell me what’s going on with Charlie?” Brian asked. 


“Well, he found out that the woman he thought was his 
mom isn’t at all. His real mother had an affair with his father 
and Charlie was the result. He didn’t even know until a few 
days ago that he was half white.” 


“What? How could he not know?” 


Jack shrugged. “I don’t think his parents paid him any 
attention growing up. Charlie always thought it was because 
he was blind, but | suspect the resentment of his birth was 
the culprit.” Brian whistled. “That blows.” 


They were almost back to the dorm when Brian turned to 
Jack. “If | say | don’t want you to leave me again, will | 
sound like a selfish asshole?” 


Jack felt his eyes burn with unshed tears. It was the closest 
Brian had ever come to admitting that he needed him. “Let 
me call and talk to Charlie. If Michael’s shown up, I’m sure 
he’ll be taken care of.” 


“Michael’s a pretty cool guy when he’s here.” 


“He used to be even cooler. The thing with his parents really 
changed him. He really doesn’t have anyone but us to look 
after him.” 


“Sucks that he has family that don’t want him,” Brian said 
and opened the front door. 


Jack hoped Brian wasn’t still feeling that way. He knew it 
would take time, but he hoped some day to convince Brian 
that he had in fact wanted him. 
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Chapter Ten 


“That'll be forty-two fifty,” the cab driver said pulling to a 
stop. 


Wow, Charlie hadn’t realised they’d driven that far. He’d 
definitely be taking the bus home. He dug out his wallet and 
reached into the pocket reserved for twenties and got out 
two, next he went to the ten pouch and retrieved one of 
those. Handing the three bills to the driver, he said, “Keep 
the change.” He followed the walkway leading to the house. 
For the first time in a long time, he’d brought his cane 
along. It made him feel more exposed than ever. 


Tapping the white cane in front of him, he hit what sounded 
like a wooden step. Before moving further, he continued 
tapping until he determined there were four steps in all. 
After making the short climb, he knocked on the door. 


He heard the door open, but no one spoke for several long 
excruciating moments. “You must be Charles,” a soft voice 
said. 


“Yes. Please call me Charlie.” His stomach rolled as the 
woman Said nothing else. “Are you Stella?” 


“Yes. I’m sorry, please come in.” 


He stepped into the cool interior of the house. The smell of 
furniture polish mixed with freshly baked cookies assaulted 
him. He wondered if Stella had had other children after 
she'd given him away. Of course they would be grown by 
now. Maybe she had grandchildren. He could hear the soft 
tick of a mantel clock to his left. 


He felt Stella’s eyes on him and realised she hadn’t moved 
from her spot just inside the door. It suddenly dawned on 
him. “You didn’t know I was blind,” he stated. 


“No.” He could hear a sadness in her voice. “Have you 
always...” 


“Since birth.” He was surprised no one had told her. He 
supposed it wouldn’t have been apparent at the time of 
delivery. 


“Um...there’s a chair to your right. Please, sit down,” she 
said. 


Charlie used his cane to navigate his way to the chair. “l 
Suppose you have some questions for me, like why I’m 
suddenly looking for you?” 


“Yes,” she said. 


Charlie heard her settle on the chair beside him. “I didn’t 
know until a few days ago that Gloria wasn’t my real 
mother.” Even now the deception hurt. Charlie gestured to 
his face. “I didn’t even know | was of Generated by ABC 
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mixed race.” 
“That’s cruel,” Stella whispered. 


“That doesn’t begin to tap the cruelty of my parents, but I’d 
rather not talk about that. What | need to know, is what 
happened that you chose to give me up? | understand it’s 
most likely a painful subject, but | need to understand.” 


He heard Stella rise and begin to pace the small area of the 
room. “Please believe me, it wasn’t my idea. 


| started working at Edward Salinger’s bank my senior year 
in high school as a teller trainee.” Charlie rubbed his eyes. 
He had a feeling he knew where this was going. 


“Mr. Salinger seemed to take an interest in my training right 
away. | was thrilled of course. Not only was he an older 
attractive man, but the bank president as well. After a 
couple of months, we began seeing each other outside of 
work.” 


Stella chuckled. “Stupid me, | was in love for the first time in 
my life, and | thought Edward felt the same. 


When I became pregnant, | told Edward right away. | knew 
he and his wife had been trying to conceive for a long time. 
Edward told me that’s what took the fun out of sex for him 
with Gloria. | thought he’d be thrilled. Instead he suddenly 
began to shun me and fired me from the bank.” 


“Bastard,” Charlie spat. 


“As | got further along in my pregnancy, | had no choice but 
to tell my parents. | wasn’t eighteen yet, so my dad 
threatened Edward with the police. It was finally decided 
that Edward and Gloria would adopt my baby and pay mea 
rather large sum of money. | didn’t want to agree, but | was 
a minor and had little say,” Stella broke off with tears in her 
voice. 


Standing, Charlie went towards the sound of the crying 
woman and wrapped his arms around her. 


“Shhh,” he whispered, patting her back. 


Stella laid her head on Charlie’s chest and began to sob. “| 
don’t know what to do. I’ve never told my husband. He 
means the world to me, and | can’t lose him over a mistake | 
made all those years ago.” Charlie felt his own tears running 
down his cheeks. He knew in that moment Stella would 
never tell her husband. He may have finally met his 
biological mother, but it seemed that was as far as it would 
go between the two of them. Now there were two women in 
the world who wished he wasn’t their son. 


Composing himself, he released Stella and took a step back. 
“Thank you for agreeing to meet me and for telling me your 
story.” He picked up his cane and walked towards the door. 
“I won’t bother you again,” he said, reminiscent of the 
words he’d spoken to Gloria the previous day. 


It hurt even more that Stella didn’t try to stop him. When he 
reached the sidewalk that ran parallel to the street, he 
turned right and started walking. His mind pushing him to 
flee as quickly as he could, he roamed the streets not 
paying attention to the direction. 


The tears continued to flow and a low hanging branch 
Slapped him in the face. Charlie’s hand immediately went 
up, feeling the small cut that had occurred. A group of 
people on the street began to laugh and taunt him as he 
recovered from his collision. Normally, he would have played 
their antics off as ignorance, but his emotions were already 
in turmoil. 
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He began walking as fast as he could to get away from the 
cruel words. Crossing an intersection, he was startled by 
screeching breaks and a honking horn. Shaking, he made it 


to the other side only to run his shoulder into a sign post of 
some kind. Reeling from the pain to both his body and his 
pride, he tried to determine where he was. He was still in a 
residential neighbourhood, he could tell by the sounds 
around him. 


Getting off the sidewalk, Charlie found a large bush and 
crouched behind it. Pulling out his phone, he called Jack in 
desperation. He could call a taxi on his own, but without 
knowing his location, the driver wouldn’t be able to find him. 


“Charlie?” 


“She doesn’t want me,” he began to cry all over again. His 
lover’s voice broke the last of Charlie’s control. 


“Oh, love,” Jack sighed. “I want you,” Jack reminded him. 
“We'll build our own family.” 


“I-.... don’t know where | am,” he said, choking on a sob. 
“What do you mean?” Jack asked. 


“| left her house, and now I’m lost. | almost got hit by a car 
and some guys were making fun of me, and | don’t know 
what to do,” he admitted. 


“Isn't there a store or something you could go in and ask 
them to call a taxi?” Charlie shook his head even though he 
knew Jack couldn’t see him. “I don’t know where the stores 
are. 


I’m in someone's yard | think.” 


“Breathe, sweetheart. Calm down and get your bearings 
enough to find the front door of the house. 


Knock and ask the people if they would please call you a 
cab.” Why hadn't he thought of that? He felt completely 
worthless. /’™ a grown man, dammit, why suddenly am | 
acting like a scared child? “Okay,” Charlie finally said. 


“Don’t you dare hang up on me,” Jack said. 


“| won’t.” He stood and brushed the knees of his pants, 
feeling bits of grass under his fingers. 


“I was getting ready to call you. | can’t come to LA. I’m so 
sorry, love, but Brian needs me. | think we finally had a 
breakthrough in our relationship.” 


Charlie’s back stiffened. It was just like the last time, only 
instead of leaving, Jack wasn’t coming. “At least you 
bothered to tell me this time. Look, Jack, I’m at the door. l'Il 
talk to you later.” He pressed and held the end button until 
his phone shut down. Sticking it in his pocket, he squared 
his shoulders and knocked on the door. Once again, I’m the 
one left behind. 
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* OK OOK x 


Jack cursed and tossed the phone to the table. He’d left 
seven messages in the previous two hours and still no call 
from Charlie. He buried his face in his hands, torn. 


A knock at his door startled him. “Who is it?” he asked ina 
gruff voice. 


“Theron.” 


Jack stood and answered the door. He felt like shit for failing 
to catch the man before he leftNew York . 


Opening the door, he was once again struck by the 
similarities between all three of the Demakis brothers. 


Although Theron was much shorter and leaner than his 
brothers, they all had the face of Greek gods. 


“Come in,” he said and took a step back. 


“So what’s going on? Demitri told me you weren’t leaving 
after all?” Theron’s large frame looked even larger in Jack’s 
tiny apartment. 


Jack broke down. He sat on the sofa and shook his head. “l 
don’t know what to do. | feel like the two people | love most 
in the world are trying to tear me apart. Charlie needs me in 
LA and Brian needs me here. How can I possibly choose 
between the two of them?” Theron took a seat beside Jack 
and gripped his shoulder in quiet comfort. “I know why 
Charlie needs you, Demitri explained it to me, but what 
about Brian?” Jack quickly explained his history with his son. 
How he let Becka take him away and what brought them 
back together. He outlined their turbulent relationship up 
until the moment outside of the arcade. “I feel like I’m 
finally being given the chance to be a father. How can I walk 
away from that when he asked me not to?” 


Theron chewed on the tip of his thumb for several moments. 
“Do you think going to help Charlie is the same as walking 
away from your son? Don’t you plan to come back?” 


“Yes, but Brian will see it as me choosing my lifestyle over 
him. | know it. | can see it in his eyes.” Jack sat back and 
covered his face with his hands. “Charlie called a couple of 
hours ago. He found his biological mother but she doesn’t 


want him in her life. He was so upset that he was lost.” Jack 
shook his head, his eyes starting to pool with unshed tears. 
“He needed me and | had to tell him | wasn’t coming 
because Brian needed me here.” 


“What did he say?” Theron asked. 


Jack shrugged. “That at least | bothered to tell him this time. 
He said he’d call me, but he’s turned his phone off and he’s 
not answering my messages.” 


He couldn’t sit there any longer. He stood and grabbed a 
beer out of the mini-fridge. “Can | get you one?” he asked 
Theron. 


“No thanks,” Theron answered. “Suppose | go talk to Brian, 
and see where his head’s at?” 


“Before you do that, there’s something else you should 
know about Brian. He’s somehow become Generated by 
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friends with a group of college students. Not only are they 
too old for him to hang around with, but at least one of them 
has been accused of beating up Rocco.” Theron narrowed 
his eyes. He was well aware of Rocco. Intolerance on 
Campus was the reason his brother had built and paid for BK 
house. “Does Brian know what kind of men he’s hanging 
around with?” 


Jack took a swig of his beer and shook his head. “I don’t 
know. | thought it would be good for him to meet both Rocco 
and Koby.” 


“| agree. Perhaps | can arrange a meeting while you attend 
to Charlie’s needs.” Jack looked at Theron. “How...” 


Theron held up his hand. “I’m great at what I do, let me do 
it. See if you can reschedule your flight.” 


* OK OK OX 


Charlie stiffened when he heard the key in the lock. 
Wrapped in a blanket on the couch, he flung it aside and 
stood. “Michael?” he asked when the door swung open. 


“Mmm hmm.” 


“Where’ve you been?” Charlie asked. It had been over 
twenty-four hours since Michael had left for the clubs. 


“Sorry,” Michael mumbled. “Lost track of time. I’m gonna go 
to bed,” Michael continued to mumble. 


Something didn’t feel right. “Michael? Are you okay? You 
sound different.” 


“Split lip. Got in a fight. Can | please just go to bed?” The 
weariness in the other man’s voice was apparent. “Sure,” he 
answered as he heard the bedroom door shut. 


He decided he might as well go to bed, too. He folded the 
blanket he’d used earlier and laid it over the back of the 
couch. He’d taken a long nap once he’d finally reached 
home. Not only had his body been tired, but the emotional 
day had done a number on his mind. 


He checked his messages once more. Even though he 
hadn’t felt like talking to Jack earlier, hearing his voice 
helped. He knew he’d acted like a child, but he couldn’t 
bring himself to apologise just yet. 


Jack was a father, and if Charlie had any hopes of making a 
relationship with him work, he was going to have to get 


used to it. The guilt started eating at him immediately. Fuck, 
what’ve I done? 


He pressed the speed dial for Jack’s cell and was surprised 
when it went to voicemail. Maybe he’d left it so long Jack 
was no longer interested in what he had to say. Shit. “Hey, 
Jack. Please call me when you Generated by ABC Amber 
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get this. | know | acted like a jerk, and I’m sorry.” He closed 
the phone and took it into the bedroom with him. No matter 
what time Jack called, he wanted to make sure he was there 
to answer. 


Chapter Eleven 


Jack let himself in to Becka’s house. He’d listened to 
Charlie’s message the minute he’d gotten off the plain and 
couldn’t wait to hold his man. It was almost two in the 
morning when he relocked the front door. 


“Michael? Is that you?” a frantic voice said from the 
shadows. 


“It's me,” he answered. 


Charlie made a sound and stepped far enough into the room 
that the streetlights cast a soft glow over his milk chocolate 
Skin. Jack’s eyes immediately went to the small bandage on 
his lover’s cheek. Throwing down his bag, he rushed to 
Charlie’s side. “What happened?” he asked, running a light 
touch around the raised area of skin. 


Instead of answering him, Charlie launched himself into 
Jack’s arms. “You came.” 


“Yeah.” He thought of Brian and how he’d sought Jack out to 
tell him to go to LA. He still didn’t know what Theron had 
said to him, but his son seemed to actually understand 
Jack’s need to go. “What happened to your cheek?” he 
asked again. 


With his face buried in the space between Jack’s neck and 
shoulder, Charlie sighed. “I ran into a tree branch after | left 
Stella’s.” 


He tilted Charlie’s chin up enough to look at the injury 
again. “Does it need stitches?” 


“No,” Charlie said with a shake of his head. 


Leaning forward, he placed a soft kiss over the bandage. 
“Take me to bed. I’m dead on my feet.” Charlie immediately 
started leading Jack towards the bedroom. “You’ve learned 
this place well,” Jack commented. 


“And | have the bruised shins to prove it,” Charlie chuckled. 


It was the first time in several days that he’d heard it. He 
continued to let Charlie lead him, knowing his lover needed 
to gain back some of the confidence he’d lost earlier in the 
day. 


“Shit. | can’t believe | forgot to ask. Did Michael ever make it 
home?” Once in the bedroom, Charlie turned and started 
unbuttoning Jack’s shirt. “He came in earlier, around nine. 
He sounded funny, said he got into a fight and had a split 
lip. | couldn’t get him to talk. He said he Generated by 
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needed to go to bed.” 


Jack shook his head as Charlie pushed the shirt off his 
shoulders and down his arms to land on the floor. 


What the hell was going on with that kid? Jack promised 
himself to have a long barebones talk with the wayward 
college student in the morning. Michael needed to be 

reminded the present course he was on was dangerous. 


He stifled a yawn as Charlie pushed his jeans down his 
thighs. “Poor baby,” Charlie commented. “Let’s get you to 
bed and we can play when you wake up.” 


He hated to agree, but damn he was tired. Before getting 
into bed, Charlie shucked his own boxer-briefs and slid into 
Jack’s arms. Just holding the man was enough to get his 
blood pumping. Despite his exhaustion, his cock began to 
take notice. Tired or not, Charlie’s body was too hard to 
resist. 


“Thank you for coming.” Charlie pressed a kiss to his lips. 


Jack curled his hand behind his lover’s head and took the 

kiss deeper. His tongue thrust into Charlie’s mouth as his 

cock stiffened further. Before he knew what he was doing, 
he found himself on top of his man. 


He insinuated himself between Charlie’s thighs. “I’ve missed 
you,” he whispered. He ground his hard cock against his 
lover’s. 


Charlie spread his legs further and thrust up. He reached 
over to the bedside table and retrieved a bottle of lube and 
handed it to Jack. “Make love to me,” he moaned. 


“Condoms are in my bag,” Jack answered. 
Charlie nodded. “I’m clean.” 


The thought of burying himself in Charlie’s heat completely 
nude sent a rush of pure adrenaline through his body. “Me, 
too.” He’d never trusted a lover’s word on the subject 
before, but he knew he could trust this man. “I haven’t had 
sex without a condom since | screwed up and got Becka 
pregnant.” 


“Do it,” Charlie begged. 


Opening the bottle, he poured a generous amount of slick 
on his fingers. He reached over and turned on the small 


lamp beside the bed and sat back on his heels. “You are so 
fucking sexy,” he said in awe. 


Charlie’s skin seemed to glow in the light, showing the 
man’s muscled abdomen to perfection. 


Giving him a sly grin, Charlie hooked his arms under his 
knees and brought his thighs to his chest, exposing himself 
to Jack’s gaze. Damn, how did I get so lucky? He leaned over 
and ran his tongue along the heavy ball sac, taking each nut 
one at a time into his mouth. 


Charlie’s moans filled the room. Releasing the soft furry 
pouch, his tongue travelled down the cleft of his lover’s 
sweet ass to the puckered hole. He used just the tip at first, 
feeling each ridge like it was the first time. Charlie’s body 
bucked and jerked as Jack scraped his teeth over the 
intimate area. 


“Now, Jack. | can’t hold it,” Charlie cried out. 


Withdrawing his face from the crack of his man’s ass, Jack 
introduced one lubed finger. “Yesss,” Generated by ABC 
Amber LIT Converter, 


http://www.processtext.com/abclit.html 
Charlie hissed, pushing into Jack’s hand. “More.” 


Within seconds, another finger joined the first until he’d 
worked his way up to four. He was surprised how quickly 
Charlie’s body stretched. He knew the added sensation of 
going condom-free would tip him over the edge even faster 
and he wanted to make sure Charlie was well taken care of. 


When he removed his hand, Charlie was right there with a 
washcloth. Jack’s eye brows shot up. 


“Expecting me were you?” 


Charlie shook his head. “I...uh...took care of myself earlier.” 
The image of Charlie pleasuring himself had his cock 
jerking. “Oh? And did that include touching this ass?” He 
knew it had. That’s why the stretching had gone so quickly. 


Charlie squirmed, obviously embarrassed. “A little,” Charlie 
admitted. 


“That’s hot,” he said. He wanted to put his man’s mind at 
ease. 


“I’d rather have you take care of my desires,” Charlie 
whispered. 


“Good,” he answered and positioned his cock at Charlie’s 
entrance. Once the bulbous head of his cock pushed 
through the outer ring of muscles, he surged in. 


Charlie cried out in apparent pleasure. Jack bent and 
covered his lover’s mouth with his own. Just because 
Michael had been a complete ass, didn’t mean the guy 
deserved to have to listen to them rut. 


He twined his tongue with Charlie’s as he pulled out and 
push back in. The feel of bare skin against bare skin rocked 
him to the depths of his soul. “Not gonna last,” he admitted. 


“Me either,” Charlie groaned as Jack impaled him once 
again. 


He used his torso to rub against Charlie’s cock, giving his 
lover all the friction he’d need to come. “Let me feel it. Give 
me your warmth.” 


The sound of his balls slapping against Charlie’s ass seemed 
unusually loud in the small bedroom. He should probably 
feel self conscious about making love in his ex-wife’s bed, 
but he couldn’t. What he felt for Charlie was infinitely 
deeper than any relationship he’d ever had. 


“No comparison,” he said out loud. 
“Huh?” 
Jack shook his head. “Nothing.” 


He changed angles and rubbed his throbbing cock across 
Charlie’s prostate. Charlie howled his pleasure as pulse after 
pulse of warmth spread between them. “Yeah, love,” Jack 
encouraged as Charlie rode out his climax. 


When the jets of warmth stopped, Jack gave himself over to 
his own pleasure. He buried himself deeper, pounded harder 
than he ever had. It was almost like his entire being was 
trying to thrust its way inside the man he loved. 
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Charlie’s short nails digging into his ass finally tipped Jack 
over the edge. He could’ve sworn his cock expanded even 
more as he emptied his seed. Between the size of his cock 
and the amount of cum his body jetted, the thick creamy 
fluid began escaping Charlie’s hole. 


A chuckle brought him back to the present. “What’s funny?” 
he said, gasping for air. 


“Tickles,” Charlie said. His lover wiped his own hand around 
the area where they were still joined. 


When he held up his cum soaked hand for Jack’s inspection 
and then licked it clean, Jack almost came again. 


“Fuck, you're sexy. Everything you do turns me on,” he 
groaned. 


With his erection deflating, Jack pulled out and reached for 
the washcloth. He cleaned Charlie first, before taking care of 
himself. He tossed the cloth on the floor and snuggled into 
Charlie’s arms. “Don’t think I’m a caveman if | just fall 
asleep. l'Il make it up to you in the morning.” Charlie placed 
a kiss on his forehead. “I’m going to hop in the shower. 
You've earned a good night sleep.” 


“Don’t be long. | miss you when | don’t have you to hold on 
to.” His eyes slid closed as he felt Charlie get off the bed. He 
smiled, imagining his cum dripping down the inside of his 
lover’s thighs as he made his way to the bathroom. 


* OK OK OX 


The light filtering in through the closed curtains woke Jack 
hours later. He swiped his hand to the bed beside him, sad 
to feel it empty. Opening his eyes, he looked at the clock. 
“Damn.” It was almost eleven o'clock. He hadn't slept this 
late since he was a boy. Sitting up, he swung his legs over 
the side of the bed and reached for his jeans. 


He stepped out of the bedroom and found Charlie in the 
kitchen staring off into space. “Penny for your thoughts.” He 
walked over and gave his man a kiss. 


“| don’t think Michael is feeling well. | made breakfast 
earlier, but he wouldn’t come out of the bedroom to eat. He 
said he needed to be alone.” 


Charlie’s face turned up towards Jack’s. “I’m worried about 
him.” Jack closed his eyes. With everything Charlie had been 
through in the previous couple of days, Michael should be 
the last thing on his mind. That’s why he loved the man so 
much, though. At the dorm Charlie was like a mother hen, 
always looking out for the students. 


“I'll go look in on him,” he said and gave Charlie another 
kiss. 


He walked towards Brian’s old room with determination in 
his stride. He rapped sharply on the door Generated by 
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before opening it. “Charlie said... What the hell happened to 
you?” He rushed across the small room to where Michael 
was lying in bed. His entire face was swollen and black and 
blue. 


“Leave me alone,” Michael said and started to curl into a 
ball on his side. A sharp intake of breath signalled pain. 


He’d never seen anyone with such a sad and defeated look 
on his face, not even Charlie. Carefully, Jack lifted the sheet 
covering Michael’s body. “Fuck,” he spat as he saw the 
myriad of bruises. “We need to get you to a hospital.” 


“No! No hospitals,” Michael cried. “Just get me home.” Jack 
shook his head. “If you’ve got busted ribs they need to be 
taken care of before you puncture a lung.” 


“No,” Michael said again. 


All the past bitterness drifted away as he looked at the 
solemn man. “Can I call the police?” 


“No. Just drop it.” 


“I don’t think | can do that. Someone has obviously worked 
you over to within an inch of your life. You can’t just let 
them get away with it.” 


“No. My body, my choice,” Michael said. 


Jack ran his fingers through his short hair. It was obvious 
Michael wasn’t going to give him any information. Shit. “Are 
you hungry? | can make some soup or broth?” Michael 
shook his head and closed the slits that used to be eyes. He 
wondered if he should call an ambulance and take the 
decision out of the younger man’s hands. Maybe Charlie 
would know what to do? 


“Rest. l'Il check on you a little later. You really do need to try 
and eat. How about just some broth and pain reliever?” 


After a few seconds, Michael nodded. With a positive task, 
Jack jumped off the bed. Michael yelped at the sudden shift 
and Jack felt like shit all over again. “I'll be right back.” He 
walked to the kitchen and started a pan of water to boil for 
the broth as he tried to figure out how to tell Charlie. 


“Was he awake?” Charlie asked. 


Turning from the stove, Jack took a seat at the table. “Yeah. 
We've got a problem.” He went on to tell Charlie what he’d 
found out. 


“Call the police,” Charlie said standing. 


Jack shook his head. “He’s a grown man. He doesn’t have to 
file a police report.” Generated by ABC Amber LIT 
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Charlie began pacing around the kitchen. “What’re we 
Supposed to do? Just sit here and watch him suffer?” 


Jack sighed and went to his lover. He wrapped his arms 
around Charlie and kissed his forehead. 


“Theron’s at BK. Let me give him a call.” 


Chapter Twelve 


Jack ran his hands down his lover’s nude spine to land on 
the firmly muscled ass. “Are you sure about this?” 


Charlie nodded. “I can’t just pick up and go back home 
knowing Michael’s here hurting. Hopefully Theron will be 
able to talk him into going to the police. At the very least, 
maybe Michael will agree to see a doctor.” 


His thoughts drifted back to Michael. He still wouldn’t talk 
about what had happened. They’d called Theron the 
previous day and he’d agreed to fly down. It made sense 
that he return and try to build bridges with his son, but the 
thought of leaving Charlie gutted him. He’d flown down to 
comfort his lover and he knew Charlie still wasn’t over the 
hurt of his biological mother’s rejection. “I worry about you,” 
he finally whispered. 


“Don’t. What Stella did hurt, but it wasn’t totally 
unexpected. I’ve lived with disappointment most of my life. | 
usually bounce back fairly quickly.” 


Jack kissed the top of Charlie’s head. “That’s one of the 
things | love most about you. You’re not only a functional 
member of society, you’re a leader. You did that all on your 
own without an ounce of help from the people who...” 


“Shhh,” Charlie said covering Jack’s lips with his hand. “l 
didn’t do it all on my own. After stepping through the doors 
of the blind centre for the first time, I’ve had a team of 
volunteers and professionals to help me.” 


“I know. That’s what I’m saying. The blind centre taught you 
to function in society, but it’s your heart that has made you 


a leader. That’s not something that can be taught.” Charlie’s 
head tilted up and Jack looked down into those beautiful 
green eyes. “You really see me that way?” 


“| do,” Jack answered. 
“Thank you,” Charlie said with tears in his eyes. 


Jack closed the distance and pressed his lips to Charlie’s, 
delving his tongue in for a brief taste of his lover. They’d 
already made love and they needed to get showered before 
he had to leave for the airport, but damn Charlie’s lips were 
tempting. “You'll fly home in a couple of days, right?” 
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“That depends on Michael. If he needs me to stay...” 


“Theron’ll be here. | know you feel responsible for Michael, 
but he’s a grown man. You’ve got a house full of students 
who'll start arriving within days to think about.” Charlie 
grinned. “You're just saying that because you don’t want to 
deal with check-in.” He chuckled. “As much as | hate the 
thought of paperwork, | hate the thought of you being away 
from me even more.” 


That earned him another soft kiss. “It’ll give you time to 
connect with Brian.” Charlie kissed him again. 


“Use it wisely because | plan on stealing some of that time 
for myself once | get home.” 


x kx OK OX 
Charlie paced back and forth in the living room. If Theron 


didn’t get there soon, Jack would have to leave without 
talking to him. 


His acute hearing picked up the sound of a car pulling into 
the drive. “Jack, Theron’s here,” he shouted. 


He heard Michael’s bedroom door open and close. “Good 
timing. I’ve got about ten minutes before the cab gets 
here.” Jack crossed to the front of the house and opened the 
door. 


“Do you need help with your luggage?” Jack asked. 


“No,” Theron said, stepping onto the small porch. “I just 
brought the one.” Theron stepped into the room. Charlie 
tilted his head to the side. It had been a while since he’d 
been around Demitri’s older brother and he needed to 
relearn the man’s distinctive scent. The Demakis brothers 
were all fond of citrus cologne he noted as they gave each 
other a welcoming embrace. 


“Thank you for coming,” Charlie said, stepping back. 


“No problem,” Theron replied. “I needed a break fromNew 
York anyway, so the call came at the perfect time.” 


“I need to get moving if I’m going to make my flight, but | 
wanted to talk to you first,” Jack said, jumping into the 
conversation. “Michael still won’t talk about what happened. 
l'm hoping you can get him to open up.” 


“Don’t push him too hard, though,” Charlie said. “He’s been 
through a lot this summer. His parents disowned him when 
he came out to them. Bear seemed to be his only real friend 
on campus and he’s been busy with Liam. First it was 
travelling, and now getting ready for the upcoming football 
season. | know Michael's felt lonely. | guess I just didn’t 
realise how bad it had gotten until he began staying out all 
night. Back home he started getting himself into some kind 
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He shook his head. Damn he felt guilty. “I should’ve tried to 
stop him from going out a couple of nights ago. He was 
driving me crazy with his hovering and when he said he was 
going to check out the local nightlife | was almost happy to 
be rid of him.” 


Charlie felt his throat begin to seize up. “I should’ve known 
better. LA is way out of his league.” 


“He’s a grown man,” Jack reminded him once again. His 
lover wrapped an arm around his waist and kissed his 
temple. “The only one responsible for his actions is him.” 


“Jack’s right,” Theron added. “It won’t do either of you any 
good if you mire yourself in guilt.” He didn’t say anything 
more, but he knew he wouldn’t get over his lack of 
responsibility any time soon. 


He decided to change the subject. “Michael’s had a couple 
of cups of broth but nothing solid. Jack and | still think he 
needs a doctor, but he’s still refusing.” 


“I was pre-Med for several years until | figured out | was 
better at talking to the patients than physically treating 
them. l'Il give him a thorough examination. If | think he’s 
putting his life in danger by refusing medical treatment, I'll 
deal with it.” 


Charlie had no doubts about Theron’s ability to deal with it. 
He’d felt the strong muscles behind the clothes as they’d 
hugged earlier. Even though he could tell the man was 
shorter than his brothers, only about five-ten or so, he had a 
very commanding presence. He assumed that came from 
being the eldest son in a typically Greek family. 


A horn honked outside, signalling the taxi’s arrival. “I’ve got 
to get going,” Jack said. “Thanks for doing this.” 


“Yes, thanks,” Charlie added, reaching out to give his lover 
one last hug. 


“Call me when you get back to BK. | should’ve completed 
my examination of Michael by then, and | want to talk to 
you about Brian.” 


“Shit. | didn’t even think to ask you how your time went with 
my son,” Jack said. 


“We don’t have time now, but I think Brian’s problems go 
deeper than you being gay or having Charlie in your life. 
We'll discuss it once you’ve settled back in at home.” 
Charlie held Jack tighter. Theron must have sensed their 
need to say goodbye. “I’m going to check in on Michael.” 


“Thanks,” Jack called after him. 
He kissed Jack’s neck. “lIl miss you.” 


“You'll be back in a couple of days,” Jack whispered against 
Charlie’s lips. “Please don’t feel guilty about Michael.” 


He knew he couldn’t follow that request. He did feel guilty. 
Michael had come down to LA to help him, and he’d ended 
up letting the younger man down. “Love you,” he told Jack 
as the cab driver honked again. 
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“Love you, too,” Jack said placing one last kiss on Charlie’s 
closed mouth. “I'll call you as soon as | get in.” 


Charlie nodded. “I'll be waiting.” 


* OK OOK OX 


Theron knocked lightly on the closed door. “Come in.” He 
hadn’t prepared himself well enough and his face must have 
shown his shock. 


“I can only imagine what | must look like,” Michael mumbled 
turning away. “Charlie and Jack haven’t even let me up long 
enough to use the bathroom so I haven't seen myself in a 
mirror.” Schooling his features, he closed the distance and 
sat in the chair beside Michael’s bed. “Besides the obvious, 
where does it hurt?” 


“Everywhere,” Michael answered. The younger man still 
refused to look at him. 


“I know a little something about medicine. Would you mind 
if | did a quick exam? Bruised or cracked ribs are one thing, 
but if there’s something broken and you don’t get 
treatment...” 


“Whatever,” Michael said cutting Theron off. 


He started with an exam of Michael’s facial bones, 
especially the bones around the eyes. He tried to touch 
Michael only as firmly as he needed to, but the wince 
screwing up the younger man’s face bothered him. “On a 
scale of one to ten, ten being the worst, what level of pain 
do you feel when | press right here?” 


“Six, maybe seven.” 


“Were you hit in the face with a fist or an object?” Theron 
asked. The cheekbones appeared to be only bruised but a 
hairline fracture was possible. 


After several moments, Michael finally answered. “Fists 
mostly. Although | can remember at least one knee 
connecting.” 


Theron narrowed his eyes as he gazed down at Michael. The 
man had to be at least six foot three. His body was muscled 
and fit. Theron doubted one attacker could beat Michael to 
this extent. “You may have a hairline fracture, but it should 
heal on its own.” He moved his hands down from Michael’s 
face to his neck. He’d never seen a body so completely 
bruised. He knew Rocco had been beaten, but from what 
he’d heard, nothing like this. “Do you mind?” Theron asked, 
gesturing to the sheet. 


Michael shook his head without looking at him. 
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Theron pulled the sheet down and was surprised to find the 
younger man completely nude. “Sorry,” Michael said in a 
soft, almost ashamed voice. 


“Jack and Charlie thought it would be easier on me if they 
didn’t have to try and get me dressed.” 


“Of course it is,” Theron answered. He noticed not only the 
discoloured skin but round burn marks as well. “Cigarette?” 


“Yes. They blistered but those broke hours ago. Jack has 
been putting ointment on them.” Theron nodded. The burns 
looked painful as hell. “If they start to become infected 
you'll have no choice but to see a doctor.” He was surprised 
and ashamed of himself at the pleasurable feeling of 
Michael’s strong body under his hands. He bit back a curse 
as his cock gave a slight twitch at the sight of the man’s 
obviously swollen genitals. What the fuck? 


He decided to concentrate on the ribs. “Is this where most 
of your pain is coming from?” He examined the ribcage one 
bone at a time. 


“Yes.” Michael gasped as Theron evidently hit a tender spot. 
“One to ten?” Theron asked going over the area again. 
“Nine,” Michael answered. 


“I don’t think it’s broken. Several years ago they would’ve 
wrapped you up tightly, but now they think it’s better to just 
leave them. As long as you stay relatively still for a few 
weeks, they should heal.” Theron didn’t dare look down any 
further than Michael’s ribs. “Are you okay everywhere else?” 
he asked and gestured to the lower half of Michael’s body. 


Michael’s face closed up immediately. It was like a door had 
Slammed shut. “I’m fine,” Michael said. 


“I'd like to sleep now.” 


Putting his personal demons aside, Theron chanced another 
glance at Michael’s cock and balls. It was harder to see the 
bruising under the thick thatch of blond hair, but the 
swelling was quite evident. 


“I think you might have a more serious problem,” Theron 
said, cupping Michael’s testicles. He released the injured sac 
and looked up the bed at Michael. “You need a doctor, 
Michael. One or both of your testicles may be ruptured. Yes, 
the ribs will heal, and the bruising will fade, but | doubt this 
is a part of your body you should ignore.” 


Michael shook his head. “They’re sore, but not as painful as 
they were.” 


“Promise me that if the pain returns or the swelling doesn’t 
begin to decrease, you'll let me take you?” Theron took one 
last look at the area in question, before covering Michael 
with the sheet. 


Michael finally nodded. 


“School starts in another three weeks. Do you think you'll be 
well enough to travel by then?” 


“Don’t know,” Michael mumbled and closed his eyes. 
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Deciding he’d pressed Michael enough for the time being, 
Theron stood. “lIl let you rest. Call if you need anything.” 


Michael made no effort to answer him. Standing over the 
beaten young man, Theron’s heart clenched. 


He turned and walked back into the living room, shutting the 
bedroom door quietly. 


* OK OOK * 


Charlie was making soup and sandwiches when he heard 
Theron enter the kitchen. “Well?” he asked. 


Theron sighed audibly. “None of his injuries appear to be life 
threatening. His testicles worry me the most.” 


“What? Why?” Jack hadn’t said anything about Michael’s 
testicles. He’d mentioned that Michael’s entire body seemed 
bruised and swollen, but nothing else. 


“What that man has been through is no average beating. | 
think he was tortured, both physically and mentally.” 


“Why can’t someone force him to see a doctor?” Charlie 
asked, exasperated. He didn’t understand how they were 
Supposed to just sit by while Michael suffered. 


“Short of a court order, there’s nothing we can do. He has 
the right to refuse treatment. | made him promise that | 
could take him to the doctor if the pain in his genitals 
returns or the swelling doesn’t begin to decrease.” 


“I guess that’s something at least. What else did you find?” 
He was beginning to think Jack had downplayed Michael’s 
condition to spare him. 


“Cigarette burns. Bruising around his throat that appears to 
be from some sort of binding. Probably whoever did it tied 
him up first.” 


Charlie exploded in fury at the description. “And Michael’s 
just going to let this monster get away with it?” he yelled. 
“That doesn’t sound like the man | know.” 


“No, | doubt that it does. Long after Michael’s body heals, 
his mind will still be suffering.” Charlie heard something in 
Theron’s voice as he said it. He couldn’t put his finger on 
what exactly it was, but there was a tenderness he’d never 
heard from the Greek doctor before. “Will you do it?” he 
asked. 


Theron must’ve been lost in his own thoughts because it 
took several seconds before he answered. “Do what?” 


“Treat him. Help him?” he asked. 


“For the short term. At least until we can get him back 
home. Joe Pressman can take over his treatment 
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from there.” 


Charlie had a feeling there was something Theron wasn’t 
telling him. “He will get better, right?” 


“Yeah. In time.” 


Chapter Thirteen 


“I'll be on the ten-thirty flight. Can you pick me up?” Charlie 
asked Jack. 


Jack could hear the dejection in his lover’s voice. “You know 
| will, love. He’s not any better?” 


“Physically, he’s improving daily, but he still won’t talk to 
me. He doesn’t even seem to want me in the same room 
with him. | think he blames me,” Charlie said. “I told Theron 
it might be better if | just left. 


Maybe without me around, Michael will open up to him.” 
Jack ran his fingers through his hair, noticing it was getting 
far too long. “I don’t think Michael blames you. | think 
whatever happened to him has shamed him.” 


“No. If that were the case he wouldn’t be talking to Theron. 
He still won’t tell him what happened, but at least they have 
civil conversations. | let him down. | told him the day he 
returned to BK after getting kicked out of his parents’ house 
that I’d always be there for him.” 


“Please don’t do this to yourself, Charlie. Just come home 
and let Theron help Michael to heal. Maybe you’re too close 
to him. | doubt you’re the only one that thinks of Michael as 
family. I’ve seen the way Michael’s looked at you in the past. 
He cares a great deal for you.” Charlie sighed. “I hope 
you’re right and | haven’t done anything to damage those 
feelings.” 


“You haven't. Despite his unwillingness to talk to you, he 
knows you’ve been right there for the last week trying to 
help.” Jack wished he knew what to say. Frankly, he couldn’t 


figure the kid out. Why the hell was he pushing away the 
one person who cared most about him? It was almost like he 
was trying to get Charlie to hate him, but why? 


“Theron’s driving me to the airport in his rental car. | can’t 
wait to see you,” Charlie said. 


“Better put some lip balm on because | plan to wear those 
babies out later.” Charlie chuckled and the sound warmed 

Jack’s heart. “Three hours and fifteen minutes from now I'll 
have you in my arms. | can’t wait,” Charlie replied. 


They said their goodbyes and Jack hung up the phone. A 
noise behind him caught his attention. They’d had several 
athletes move in, but the majority of the students wouldn’t 
arrive for another ten days. 


Brian was leaning against the counter just inside the door. 
“Was that Charlie?” Brian asked. 
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“Yeah. He’s flying back. l'Il need to leave in about ninety 
minutes. If | make up a platter of sandwiches and some 
potato salad can you pull it out and set the table at 
lunchtime?” 


“Sure,” Brian answered. 


They had been getting along much better since he’d come 
back from LA. Something seemed to change in Brian after 
Jack told him about Michael’s injuries. His son couldn’t 
believe someone could beat another person like that. When 
Jack had gone on to tell Brian about Rocco’s run in withChad 
and his friends the previous year, his son had gone pale. 


Since then Brian hadn’t ventured out of the dorm much. It 
was nice spending evenings watching baseball or movies 
together. Jack was a little sad that his son didn’t seem to 
have any other friends, but he assured himself it would be 
different once school started. 


“Is Michael coming back with Charlie?” Brian asked. 


“No. Theron thinks he needs at least another week before 
he can travel comfortably.” 


“So why is Charlie coming back?” 


“He doesn’t think he’s doing Michael any good. Michael still 
won't talk to him.” 


“Why? ” 


The big question. “I don’t know. Maybe it’s like Charlie 
thinks and Brian blames him, or maybe he’s ashamed of 
what happened.” 


Brian shook his head. “I don’t think l'Il ever understand gay 
men.” Jack’s spine stiffened. “It has nothing to do with being 
gay. It’s about being a man, | think. We’re taught to stand 
up for ourselves and not show emotion or fear. | think 
Michael is battling with all of those things.” 


Brian looked at him for several moments. Jack could tell his 
son was working the statement out in his mind. “Maybe.” 


“Come on. l'Il teach you how to make baked beans that'll 
put hairs on your chest.” Brian laughed. “You’ve evidently 
eaten your share of beans.” 


“Smart ass.” 


* OK OOK x 


After returning from the airport, Theron looked in on Michael 
only to find the younger man sound asleep. 


He leaned against the door jam and studied the blond 
twenty-three year old. The bruises were fading and 
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the swelling on Michael’s nuts had decreased dramatically. 
He now doubted any permanent damage had occurred 
except for Michael’s mental state. 


Theron knew it would probably take years of therapy for 
Michael to get over such a vicious attack. If he thought it 
would be for the best, he knew he’d gladly leaveNew York to 
oversee Michael’s therapy, but it wasn’t for the best. 


An adulthood of trying to convince himself he didn’t think or 
feel anything for other men was weighing heavily on his 
shoulders. He’d been attracted to both sexes, but had only 
allowed himself to indulge in one. 


With two openly gay brothers, his parents deserved at least 
one shot at grandchildren. What were the odds of having 
three sons all with some of the same sexual appetites? With 
such thoughts rambling around in his head, his gaze 
wondered down Michael’s heavily muscled chest. The 
younger man had kicked his leg out of one side of the sheet 
and the smooth skin of his nude hip was exposed. 


Biting back a curse, Theron turned and left the room when 
his cock began to take notice. He was just feeling this way 
because he’d broken things off with Celeste. That had to be 
it. He rarely went a week without sex and now he’d been 
celibate for almost a month. 


One thing was certain. He needed to get Michael well. The 
sooner he could drop the boy off at BK the better. He’d 
already spoken to Joe about taking over Michael’s 
counselling. He hadn’t brought the subject up with Michael 
yet, but he knew he needed to do it soon. 


He was sure once he got back toNew York the desires he’d 
felt lately would dissipate. It was simply being cooped up in 
this house with the younger man. Wasn't it? 


“Theron?” 


Hearing his name, Theron walked back to Michael’s 
bedroom. “Yes?” he asked, not yet stepping into the room. 


“| need to use the restroom,” Michael said. 


Lately they had been helping him to the small hall bathroom 
instead of making him go in the urinal Jack had purchased. 
Usually, he begged Charlie to help Michael to the bedroom. 
Sitting across from him talking was one thing, but holding 
the nude man next to his body was torture. 


Now that he was the only one to help, he nodded and 
moved forward, steeling his resolve not to notice the 
masculine skin under his hands. He helped Michael sit up 
and then gently helped him stand. “Okay?” he asked when 
Michael winced. 


“Yeah. It’s getting better.” 


Theron wrapped a supporting arm around Michael’s waist as 
they walked slowly to the restroom. “Did you see Charlie 
off?” Michael asked. 


“Yeah. | got back about twenty minutes ago.” He felt like his 
hand was being singed at the heat generated between the 


two of them. Theron’s cock began to thicken and lengthen 
at the intimate contact. 


No. He screamed at himself. No. I can’t do this. It’s totally 
unacceptable. 
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At the door to the bathroom, Theron released his hold on 
Michael. “I think you can get it from here,” he mumbled and 
shut the door. 


He stood in the hall trying to get his body under control. If 
he thought it would help he would literally beat his head 
against the wall. A loud thud caused him to jump. He 
opened the door to find Michael on the floor. “Shit,” he 
yelled and went to Michael’s side. 


“Are you hurt?” he asked, running his hands up and down 
Michael’s body. 


“Just my pride,” Michael answered back. Michael turned his 
face away. “I...was in midstream.” It was then that Theron 
noticed the urine soaked floor. “It’s okay. We’ll get you 
cleaned up. Are you sure you didn’t re-injure yourself?” 


“I’m sure,” Michael mumbled. 


Since the beating, Michael had only been given sponge 
baths and always by Charlie. Theron suspected it was one of 
the reasons Michael seemed upset with the man. It was 
almost like Michael resented the fact that he needed to be 
taken care of. 


He retrieved the towel he’d used earlier, and began cleaning 
up the mess, wiping both the floor and Michael. He tossed 


the towel into the sink and turned on the shower. “We'll just 
give you a quick wash down so you don’t start to itch,” he 
said. 


He helped Michael from the floor and opened the shower 
door. He hadn’t really thought this through until that 
moment. No way was he going to undress and steady the 
man while he soaped him down. 


Stepping into the hot spray fully clothed was the only option 
as far as he could see. “You’re gonna get all wet,” Michael 
said suddenly. 


“Yeah,” Theron returned. 


He felt the water permeate his clothing as he reached for 
the soap. The close contact was doing nothing for his ardour 
and that shamed him even more. 


“Can we wash my hair?” Michael asked. “It’s been so long 
since | knew what it felt like to be clean.” Standing behind 
Michael, Theron ground his teeth together. He couldn’t 
blame the guy. Hell. “Sure.” He worked up a good lather 
with the bar of soap on a clean washcloth before running it 
down Michael’s strong back. He skipped the man’s butt and 
went instead to his thick thighs before handing the cloth to 
Michael. “You should be able to reach the other parts.” 
Michael began washing his own face and chest while Theron 
worked a good amount of shampoo into the silky blond 
strands of hair. Michael tipped his head back, giving in to 
the head massage. “That feels good,” Michael moaned. 


The sound went straight to Theron’s cock. The offending 
appendage pushed hard against the front of his wet pants. 
Michael let Theron move him until he stood with his back to 
the spray to rinse his hair. 


Had they both been naked, the new position would’ve made 
it impossible for him to deny his attraction Generated by 
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to the younger man. He busied himself with making sure all 
the shampoo was rinsed from Michael’s head. 


Finished, he looked up into Michael’s eyes. He was struck by 
how big the pupils were in the man’s green eyes. Reaching 
out, Michael placed his hand over the prominent bulge in 
the front of Theron’s jeans. 


Shocked, by the overwhelming desire to pull the man into 
his arms, Theron took a step back. “I’m not gay,” he 
informed Michael in a voice wrought with anger. Michael 
didn’t need to know it was anger directed at himself for 
feeling the way he did. 


Theron reached around Michael and turned off the water. He 
stepped out quickly and retrieved two clean towels out of 
the linen closet. He handed one to Michael, whose face had 
closed up completely. 


Michael took the towel and ran it haphazardly over his 
shoulders and chest before dropping it onto the floor. “I can 
make it back on my own,” Michael mumbled. 


“Don’t be a fool,” Theron said disgusted. 


He tried to wrap his arm around the bigger man to help him 
back to bed, but Michael shrugged him off. 


“I’m already a fool.” 


Chapter Fourteen 


Jack found Charlie in the kitchen. “Making a snack?” he 
asked, pressing himself against the sweet curve of Charlie’s 
ass. 


His lover pressed back. “Mmm, not for me. | thought I’d take 
Michael something to eat. He hasn’t eaten a thing all day.” 


Jack wasn’t sure what had gone on between Michael and 
Theron, but it seemed the psychiatrist couldn’t get out of 
Michael’s company fast enough when he’d dropped him off 
three weeks earlier. Michael’s mood seemed to be darker 
than ever, and Theron had informed them that Dr. Pressman 
would be taking over Michael’s care. 


Pushing everything else aside but the feel of his lover 
against him, Jack bent and bit Charlie’s neck. “I want you,” 
he growled. 


Charlie rubbed his ass back and forth over Jack’s erection. 
“Just let me take this up and l'Il meet you in the apartment.” 


Jack reached around and squeezed Charlie’s erection 
through his neatly pressed khakis. “Don’t take too long.” 


“Start without me if you must,” Charlie chuckled and carried 
the plated sandwich out of the kitchen. 
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He followed close behind until Charlie ascended the stairs. 
He heard a chuckle off to his right. Brian was shaking his 
head and smiling. “The two of you are like teenagers.” Jack 


grinned. “Yeah. Love you.” He waved goodnight to Brian and 
headed for the apartment he now shared with Charlie. 


As he undressed, he thought of everything that had 
happened since Charlie had returned from LA. Brian was like 
a different kid around him. The real beauty of it was that the 
closer Brian and Charlie seemed to get, the closer he and 
Brian also became. 


Jack wasn’t sure what had changed things and he knew he 
may never know. Theron had suggested that perhaps Brian 
hadn’t had as much love and companionship from his 
mother as Jack had assumed he did. 


He’d tried his best to not only learn everything about Brian 
that the kid was willing to share, but to also tell him he 
loved him at least once a day. 


He was spread eagle on the bed, slowly stroking his cock, 
when Charlie walked into the room. Jack’s hand stalled. 
“What’s wrong?” 


Charlie shook his head and started to disrobe. “Michael 
refused the sandwich. | ended up giving it to Brian. Damn 
that boy can eat.” 


Jack pulled a now naked Charlie down on the bed and into 
his arms. “Just give Michael time. It hasn’t even been a 
month since he’s been back. At least he’s making it to his 
classes.” 


“I hope you’re right. Although I don’t think he’s mentally 
been in any of those classes. | haven’t seen him do a lick of 
homework.” 


“Tam,” Jack said and straddled Charlie’s thighs. “No more 
talk of anyone outside of this room,” he announced as he 


flicked Charlie’s dark brown pebbled nipple with his tongue. 
His lover moaned. Jack had never met a man with such 
sensitive nipples. He scraped his teeth over the disks and 
grinned when Charlie’s hips tried to lift from the bed. 


“More,” Charlie moaned. 


Using his teeth once again, Jack began biting his way across 
Charlie’s chest, lavishing attention on both nipples before 
moving his way down his lover’s body. He probed the 
Shallow belly button with his tongue as he scraped his 
bristled jaw across the soft skin of Charlie’s stomach. 


He worked his way between Charlie’s thighs and moved 
even lower until the wet head of his man’s cock brushed 
across his lips. Teasing, Jack placed several kisses on the 
swollen crown. 


“Taste me,” Charlie finally begged. 


Greedily, Jack slipped his lips over the head of Charlie’s 
cock. He swallowed as much as he dared without gagging. 
Maybe some day he’d be proficient in deep throating his 
lover, but presently, Charlie would have to settle for his 
enthusiasm. 


He loved the feel of the heavily veined erection against his 
tongue and began licking Charlie’s shaft like a dripping ice 
cream cone. “Teeth, teeth,” Charlie moaned. 
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Jack smiled. He’d always tried his best not to scrape a lover 
with his teeth while giving them a blow job, but Charlie 
seemed to love it. Giving his man what he’d asked for, Jack 


lightly scraped the thin skin with his bottom teeth, dragging 
them behind his still licking tongue. 


“Yes,” Charlie groaned, thrusting his hips towards Jack’s 
mouth. 


He gripped Charlie’s slim hips with his hands and held his 
lover down. It wouldn’t do for Charlie to jerk unexpectedly 
and have an actual abrasion occur on his most sensitive 
body part. 


As he sucked on the crown once more, Jack couldn’t help 
feeling elated. He never thought he’d have what he held in 
his arms just then. At his age, he assumed he’d go through 
the remainder of his days alone, getting quickies on the side 
or in the back rooms of clubs. 


The relationship he and Charlie had forged through hard 
work and mutual love was a dream come true. 


He realised he didn’t have to be stern all the time in order 
for people to treat him with respect. 


Unfortunately it was a side effect from his years in the 
service. 


Charlie was his role model in his new attitude. His lover had 
been through the wringer in life and still treated people with 
respect when no one would blame him for being otherwise. 
Charlie’s easy manner and honest concern earned him the 
respect of everyone he came into contact with. Well, 
everyone except his parents. 


Neither the Salinger’s nor Stella had attempted to contact 
Charlie since he’d returned fromCalifornia . It was just as 
well. He believed that Charlie was coming to terms with the 
fact that you couldn’t choose your parents. His man had 


even gone as far as to say that the family he’d forged with 
him and Brian was even more special because they had 
been chosen. 


“Are you falling asleep down there?” Charlie’s voice brought 
him out of his day dreams. 


“Nope,” he said pulling off the dripping cock. He pressed 
against the wide slit and was rewarded by a large pearl of 
pre-cum. Scooting his way back up Charlie’s body, he took 
his lover’s mouth in a kiss. He thrust his tongue in deep, 
sharing the forbidden flavours. 


Charlie grabbed a handful of Jack’s hair and wrapped his 
legs around him in a death grip. “Make love to me.” 


Jack’s brow involuntarily rose. “Is that an order?” he asked, 
chuckling. He wasn’t used to Charlie being so forceful. 


“Yes, dammit. | need you like | need my next breath.” Jack 
reached to the table and grabbed the bottle of lube. “I love 
it when you get mushy and poetic.” 


“Horny. I’m just horny as hell,” Charlie fired back, draping 
his legs over Jack’s shoulders. 


“| don’t know what the heck has gotten in to you, but | like 
it,” he groaned. He inserted the first finger and followed 
with two more in rapid succession. Charlie didn’t seem to 
want any further stretching, if his pleas were any indication, 
but even as horny as they both were, he wouldn’t do 
anything to hurt his love. 


Only when Jack felt Charlie was ready did he remove his 
fingers. Charlie was right there with his customary 
washcloth. Chuckling at his lover’s impatience, Jack quickly 
wiped his hands and positioned Generated by ABC Amber 
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himself at Charlie’s entrance. “Hold on tight,” Jack ground 
out as he pushed the head of his cock through the outer ring 
of his Charlie’s sphincter. 


“Yessss,” Charlie hissed as Jack buried himself to the hilt. 


“It won't be gentle,” Jack ground out. His control was almost 
nonexistent when Charlie made those sounds. He looked 
down to where they were joined. The skin of Charlie’s hole 
was stretched thin around Jack’s cock. 


He pulled out only to plunge back in again, watching the 
way his lover’s body accepted him completely. 


“So fucking good,” Charlie continued to babble. 


Jack felt the sweat drip from his face and watched it land on 
Charlie’s chest as his speed increased. 


Charlie’s brown fingers went to his own nipples and began 
pinching and playing. “God you’re a sexy sonofabitch,” Jack 
panted. 


A smile spread across Charlie’s face. “Your sexy 
sonofabitch,” he moaned. 


“Yep, mine.” The thought of never making love to another 
human being beside the one under him threatened his 
control. “Gonna.” 


Charlie released one nipple, moving his now free hand to his 
cock. As Jack continued to slam in and out of him, Charlie’s 
hand moved at lightning speed. 


Leaving his lover with enough room to stroke himself, Jack 
bent over and kissed him. “Come for me.” Charlie gasped 
and Jack felt the pulses of heat shoot between them. The 
squeeze of Charlie’s body around his cock was almost 
painful. As soon as his man began to come down from his 
climax, Jack pumped into him several more times, before 
diving head first into one of the most fulfilling orgasms of 
his life. 


His body twitched as his cock continued to unload its seed 
deep into Charlie’s hot channel. His breathing became so 

erratic, he began to wonder if he would pass out from the 
shear ecstasy of his climax. 


The feeling of Charlie’s strong hands, rubbing his back, 
helped calm his over sensitised body. He collapsed to the 
side and covered his stomach with his hands. “Can’t 
breathe,” he panted. 


“Shhh. Just relax.” Charlie continued to soothe. 


Jack tried to concentrate on each breath. He would’ve sworn 
that was the closest he’d ever come to death in his life. 
Once his breathing finally returned to something like 
normal, he turned his head and stared into Charlie’s green 
eyes. “You're a hazard to my health.” 


“Great isn’t it?” Charlie chuckled. 


“God yes. In twenty or thirty years that’s exactly the way | 
want to leave this world,” Jack admitted. 


“Don’t talk about that,” Charlie said. 
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“Dying, or you having to spend the next twenty or thirty 
years with me fucking you? Is it such an unpleasant 
thought?” 


“Not at all, but | was hoping for more like forty.” About the 
Author 
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